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PKEFACE. 



WiLLjAM DE Shoreham is, as far as I know, a new 
name in the list of English writers. His poems 
are interesting in two points of view; they 
exhibit to us the popular doctrines of the age on 
subjects of religion, which alone were consigned 
to the vulgar tongue, and they present a good 
specimen of the English language as it was then 
spoken and written in the county of Kent They 
seem to have been written by a zealous, and far 
from unlearned, preacher, for the purpose of en- 
forcing the doctrines of the Church on the minds 
of those who were only capable of understanding 
them when offered in a popular form ; and they 
offer most of the subjects of Christian doctrine 
which were then considered important. The 
first of these poems recounts and illustrates the 
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seven sacraments of the Catholic Church, and gives 
a very full description of its principal ceremonies 
and orders. The second is a rhyming version of 
some portion of the ceremonies. The third, on the 
ten commandments, and the fourth, on the seven 
sins, are short commentaries on Christian morality. 
The fifth is on the joys of the Virgin, a most 
popular subject in the middle ages. The sixth is 
a hymn on the Virgin, translated from Robert 
Grosteste. The seventh and last, in which the 
writer becomes at times quite philosophical, is a 
sort of dissertation on some of the mysteries of 
the Christian fsdth, but more especially on the 
doctrine of original sin. 

Our information as to the author of these poems 
is derived from the colophons at the end of several 
of them, in which he is called William de Shore- 
ham, and is stated to have been vicar of Chart 
near Leeds. In Thorpe's Begistrum Roffensey 
p. 207, we have a charter of Walter archbishop 
of Canterbury, by which he impropriates the rec- 
tory of Chart-Sutton to the prior and convent of 
Leeds, upon which it became a vicarage, and we 
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learn that the first vicar admitted was William de 
Shoreham. The archbishop alluded to was Walter 
Baynolds^ who held the see from 1313 to 1327. 
It is therefore probable that our Kentish poet, 
who was, no doubt, a native of Shoreham, near 
Otford (about four miles and a half from Seven- 
oaks), was originally a monk of the priory of 
Leeds, and he was made vicar of Chart-Sutton 
on the appropriation of that living to his convent 
by archbishop Walter. His poems may, there- 
fore, be attributed to the reign of Edward II. It 
appears from one of the colophons (p. 116 of the 
present volume) that he was living under Walter's 
successor, archbishop Simon Mepham (1327- 
1333): and he, probably, occupied himself in the 
latter period of his life in collecting his poems 
into the very manuscript from which they are 
here printed, which appears to be of the beginning 
of the reign of Edward lU. The manuscript 
was in private hands at the time my transcript 
was made ; but I am not sure whether at present 
it be in a private, or public collection. I have every 
reason to believe my transcript to be a correct 



VUl 

one ; but, unfortunately, while the present edition 
was passing through the press, it was not in mj 
power to refer to the original, and to this circum- 
stance, I trust that any errors that may have 
occurred in editing a text which presents many 
difficulties, will be attributed. 

Thomas Wright. 



24, Syd/n/ey Street y Brompton. 
October 1849. 
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De septem sizcramentis. De psalmo^ Excerciiattis sum 

et defecit spjjrittis, 

SoNDERLicHE his man astoned 

In his owene mende, 
Wanne he note never wannes he comthe, 

Ne wider he schel wende ; 

And more, 
Thet al his lyf his here i-mengde 

Withe sorwe and eke withe sore. 

And wanne he deithe, ne mey me wite 

Woder he cometh to wisse ; 
Bote as a stocke ther lithe thet body, 

Withethoute alle manere blisse ; 

Wat thenkeste ? 
And hondred wjrnter 3ef a levethe, 

That his lyf mid the lengeste. 

B 
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POEMS OF WILLIAM DE SHOREHAM. 

Than thy laddre nys naujt of wode 

That may to hevene leste ; 
Ac on ther his that Jacob i-seije, 

Ther he sleppe inne hys reste ; 

Now schewe this : 
This ilke laddre is charite, 

The stales gode theawis. 

Her-on Jhesus stawe uppe bi-fore, 

Al for to teche ous steyje ; 
Nowe hyje, man, and flTolwje wel, 

A-doun that thou ne syje, 

By-weyled ; 
For yf thou nelt nanjt climme thos, 

Of hevene thou best y-fayled. 

And that man lovye God and man, 

Ase charite hyt hoteth, 
That he so wel y-theawed be, 

That alle men hit notethe ; 

Wat thanne ? 
3et senneles ne may he naujt be, 

Ac a deythe and he not wanne. 

Of brokele kende his that he deithe. 

For by ne moje naujt dury ; 
And al dey he to senne falleth, 
Her ne moje naujt pury 

Of screw nessche. 
3et hope thou wel, man, for al this. 
That gojde lyf wole the wessche. 

b2 
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For dethe ne falle naujt into wanhope, 
For God himself for the deide, 

The thridde day he aros ajeyn 

Of the throu3 ther men hine leyde ; 

Ine tokene 

That, man, thi body arise schel, 
Of deithe nammore to blokne. 

The Bible seythe that mannys blodis 

Hys ryjt ther saule giste ; 
And water wasscheth the felthe awey, 

Ther me wesscheth by liste 

The onsounde ; 
To wesschen ous Cryst schedde his blod 

And water out of hys wonde. 

Here-of spronge the sacremens 

Of holy chyrche digne ; 
And his to segge sacrement 

Of holy thynge signe, 

For gode. 
Hon myjte fayrer signe be 

Thane of the water and blode ? 

Than thorwe that blod thi soule his boujt 

Fram the fendes powere ; 
And thorwe that water i-wessche thart 

Of thyne sennes here. 

Nou loke, 
30ure Cristendom his tokene throf 

Of Criste that we toke. 
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For 3ef thou vangest thane cristendom, 

And for than bi-left clene, 
Thou schelt be marked to thet stode, 

To wichen heven his y-mene ; 

To sothe, 
Wanne the bisschop bisschopeth the, 

Tokene of marke he set to the. 

Ac cristendom hys sacrement 

Of so grete powere, 
That hit thorwe-wasscheth thane man 

Of senne in alle manere ; 

And glorie 
Hit scheppeth, jef man deythe, 

And schilt fram purgatorie. 

And for we beth of nonn power 
To weryen ous fram schame, 

Ther der no fend acombry ous, 
Crist is mid ous to-sames 

And neade ; 

Tokene ther-of his Godes bodi 
At cherche in forme of brede. 

And jet for man his so brotel 

Ine his owene kende, 
Tha3 he torni to senne ajen 

Thorwe fondynge of the feende, 

By chaunce, 
That he may come to stat ajeyn 

Thorwe bare repentaunce. 
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Her-of we babbeth tokene gode, 
Wanne we fangeth penaunce; 

For sennes that we babbeth i-done, 
To pyne allegaunce 

Ine fere, 

For ther we scholde hit under-go 
Sote we pinede bit here. 

That man ne falle ine wanhope 

A-last withoute bote, 
Al that he heth i-senoged her 

With honden and with fojte, 

Wyth thoute, 
Mouthe, nase, and eyjen, and with sijt, 

Eliinge brengeth hit to noujte. 

3et some hethe suche devocioun, 
That hym thingthe he his al ydel, 

For to libbe commun lif, 
Bote 3ef he hedde a brydel ; 

Wet thinge 

Of harder stat God graunteth 
Wei tokne throw3 his ordiinge. 

3et that man mowe nau3t lecherie 
For-bere to donne in dede ; 

3et ne schal he nau3t be for-lore, 
For Grod 3efthe hym to rede 

Spousynge ; 

Tokene throf his the weddinge 
At cherche and bitere wyinge. 
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Cristendom, and bisschoppynge, 

Penauns, and eke spousinge, 
Godes body ine forme of bred, 

Ordre, and aneliinge, 

Thes sevene 
Heth holi cherche sacremens, 

That beth tokenen of hevene. 

God wescht, and marketh, 

And foFjefth, and joyneth men an wyves, 
And frevereth thorwe his body man, 

And grace sent, and lyves ; 

3e, wanne? 
Wanne we taketh the sacremens, 

Thar we seth hit thanne. 

That we ne mowe hyt naujt i-se, 

Ne forthe ine bodie inrede. 
We sethe hit wel ine oure fej, 

And fredeth hit at nede, 

Wel e3athe, 
God thorwe miracles ketheth hit 

A-lyve and eke a-dethe. 

And bote he thorwe hys sacramens 

Ous thos bi-redde, 
Ne scholde we of his grace wite 

Wanne we hit toke and hadde, 

To wisse ; 
Ther-fore he that bi-lefeth hit nau3t, 

Rijt wyt neth he of none blisse. 
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Al hit beth in these cherche sacremens, 
Thet tokeneth holi thjnges, 

As hali water, and halj bred, 
Li3t, and bel-ryngynges 

To leste ; 

And of alle other sacremens 
Thes sevene beth the greste. 

De baplismo. 

Cristendom his that sacrement 
That men her ferst fongeth ; 

Hit openeth ous to the hevene blisse 
That many man after longeth 

Wei sore ; 

For who that entreth ther, 
He his saufiTe evere-more. 

Nou ferst ich wille telle 30U 

Wet may be the materie, 
Wer-inne cristninge may be mad, 

That bringeth ous so merie 

To honoure. 
Hijt mojt be do ine kende water, 

And non other licour. 

Ther-fore ine wine me ne may, 
Inne sithere, ne inne pereye, 

Ne ine thinge that nevere water nes, 
Thorj cristninge man may reneye, 

Ne inne ale ; 

For-thie hijt were water ferst, 
Of water neth hit tale. 
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Ne mede ne forthe no other licour 
That chaungeth wateres kende, 

Ne longeth naujt to cristendom, 
Tha3t some foles hit wende 

For wete ; 

For suich is kendeliche hot, 
Thajt ther no feer hit ne hente. 

Ac water is kendeliche cheld, 
Tha3 ^^^ ^^ warmd of fere ; 

Ther-fore me mey cristni ther-inne, 
In whaut time falthe a jere 

Of yse ; 

So mey me nau3t in ewe ardaunt, 
That neth no wateris wyse. 

Also me may inne sealte se 

Cristny wel mitte beste ; 
And eke inne othere sealte watere, 

Bote me in to moche keschte 

Of sealte ; 
For 3ef that water his kende lest, 

That cristninge stant te-tealte. 

Ac 3yf ther were y-mengd licour 

Otlier wid kende watere, 
Ich wo3t wel thrinne to cristnye 

Hit nere nefur the betere, 

Ac wonde ; 
For bote that water his kende have, 

That cristnynge may nau3t stonde. 
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In water ich wel the cristny her, 
As Grode himself hyt dijte ; 

For mide to wessche nis nothjnge. 
That man cometh to so lijte, 

In londe ; 

Nis non that habben hit ne may, 
That habbe hit wile founde. 

This bethe the wordes of cristninge 
Bi thyse Englissche costes, 
" Ich cristin the in the Vader name, 
And Sone, and Holy Gostes, 

And more". 
Amen ! wane hit his i-sed ther-toe 
Confermeth thet ther to-fore. 

The wordes schoUe be i-sed 
Witheoute wane and eche ; 

And onderstand hi more bi sed 
In alle manere speche, 

Ine lede ; 

That everich man hi sigge more, 
And cristny for uede. 

Ac 5if man scholde i-cristnid be, 
That neth none deathes signe. 

The pope for te cristny hyne 
So nere nau3t to digne 

The leste ; 

Ther-fore hi beth in cherche broujt, 
To cristny of the preste. 
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Ac he that jif so large water 

The fend fram ous to reave, 
In nede for to crystny men, 

3ef alle men i-leave, 

At feUe ; 
Olepi me mot hym depe ine the water, 

And eke the wordes telle. 

And wanne hi cristneth ine the founjt, 

The prestes so thries duppeth. 
In the honur of the Trinite, 

Ac gode 3eme kepeth 

The ned ; 
On time a clothe that water i-kest, 

Ac ope the hevede to bede. 

Ac water i-kest another love 

Crhtneth the man alyve, 
Ac hit his sikerest in the heeved 

Ther beth the wittes fyve, 

Wei, brother, 
Ne non ne may i-cristened be, 

Ar 3e his boren of moder. 

jut gret peryl hy undergothe 

That cristneth twyes enne, 
Other to jeve asent ther-to, 

Other for love of kenne 

For-hedeth ; 
Wanne child arijt cristnynge heth^ 

And that other naujt for-bedeth. 
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Ac 5jf tfaoa nut icfa cristin die ;" 
And dedi that his to donne. 

Ac 3et ther beth cristn jnges mo, 
Ac no man ne maj di5tti ; 

For hi beth Grodes grace self, 
lien of gode ine wil to ri3ti. 

And w jnne, 

Wanne he wolde i-cristned be. 
And more mid none ginne. 
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That on his cleped cristninge of blode, 
Wanne suche bledeth for Criste ; 

That other of the Holi Gost, 
That mo3e mid none liste 

Be i-cristned ; 

And dejeth so wanne hi beth deede, 
In hevene hi beth i-gistned. 

The children atte cherche dore 

So beth y-primisined ; 
And that hi beethe eke atte fount 

Mid oylle and creyme alyned, 

Al faylleth ; 
Hijt wortheth cristnynge, 

And that child ther-to hit availleth. 

De confirmacione. 

Confermynge his a sacrement, 

And other that we foungeth ; 
And wanne a man hit ondervangeth 

Ine saule hit hine straungeth 

Wei lijtte. 
For wanne a man y-maked his, 

The stronger he his to fy3te. 

And be thou siker that mannes lyf 

Is rijt a knijthod ine londe ; 
And so seythe Job, the holy man ; 

Now wote we thanne stonde 

To fijte ; 
The feend, that flesche, and eke the wordle, 

Ajeins ous beth i-dijte. 
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The feend with prede acombreth ous, 
With wrethe, and with envie ; 

That fleische with slouthe and glotonie, 
And eke with lecherie, 

Thou wyse ; 

The wordle, with here faljse scheawinge, 
Schent ous with coveytise. 

Ac he that ine saule is Strang, 

That he with-stent hi alle, 
And hardeliche hert othre men, 

A-doun that hi ne falle, 

Ac stonde ; 
So his i-hert thor3 confermynge of gode, 

That for dethe nele nau5t wonde. 

Nou ich mot of this sacre'ment 

30U telle the materie, 
That maketh man so hardiliche 

To stonde ane so merie 

Ine goste, 
That he ne may naujt y-weid be 

With blanding ne with boste. 

Hit his the oyle and baume y-menge, 

I-blessed, and wile lestne ; 
For oyle smereth thane champion 

That me ne schel on him evel festne, 

Ne presse ; 
And baume his riche and tokened I003 

Of thare holy prowesse. 



POEMS OF WILLIAM DE SHOREHAM. 15 

A prince longeth for to do 

The gode knijtes dobbynge ; 
And so a prince of Godes ost 

Schel do the confermynge, 

None lojer ; 
Therfore hit mot a bisschoppe be, 

Nis non ther-to yn ojer. 

That me wasche men over the fant 

After confirmement, 
Nis nau3t do bote for that honour 

Of thilke sacrement, 

Soe here ; 
Ther-fore me wescht and kerfy thane clout, 

And bemeth him in the fure. 

The bisschop these wordes seth, 

And beth wordes of selthe, 

" Ich signi the with signe of croys. 

And with the creme of hele 

Confermi". 
Ine the foreheved the crouche a set, 
Felthe of fendes to bermi. 

In the foreheved he croucheth hine, 

That hine be aschamed boute ; 
Bote for to bi-knowe Cristes name, 

Withoute alle manere doute, 

And with ginne, 
Thorwe creymie anoynt straunge he bi-comthe, 

His sauvement to winne. 
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Ac hou his hit ther bethe so fele 

Confermed of mankenne, 
And ther so feawe stondeth styf 

To fytte a5enis senne 

Maligne ? 
For hi ne fongeth noujt that thing, 

Bote the bare signe. 

The signe his of the sacrement, 
Mid creyme the markynge ; 

Ac thing that ther bi-tokned his, 
Strengthe his that God schel bringge 

Amonge ; 

Withoute god fey and god wil, 
Mey non this thinge ounderfonge. 

Ac nou that wil that is to gode 

His al i-set bi-hinde ; 
And thi bi-leave of Jhesu Crist 

His nou al weverinde, 

Undigne ; 
Ther-fore ne habbeth that thing 

Naujt bote the bare signe. 

Ac thare children take that thinge 
In hare chilhod so povre : 

Hit leseth wanne hi cometh to wit, 
Thourj hare misaventure 

Of senne ; 

Anon the foend fondeth hy so, 
And he ne spareth nanne. 
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That deth that hi nastondeth noujt, 
Ac eche othren aschrencheth ; 

Ac jif hy mowe jet stonde bet, 
Wanne hi ham bet bi-thenketh 

To leve, 

And do ham to devocioun, 
3ef God ham strengthe jive. 

And thanne Gode that his so god 

Anon hi stronge maketh, 
As hi habbeth devocioun, 

And hie God fey taketh, 

Reversed ; 
And al his thorj that sacrement, 

Theije hit ne be naujt rehersed. 

For wanne we taketh this sacrement, 

His soule prente taketh ; 
And that hi nefer mo for-lest, 

Naujt hi that God for-saketh, 

Ac hine healdeth ; 
Ine Stat that sacrement ine man, 

Wanne je ine Gode bj-aldeth. 

And as thjs jlke sacrement 
Her thynge and toke hiis signe, 

So habbeth the othere sacremens 
Syxje that bethe so digne, 

Crystnynge, 

Her signe, droppynge in the water, 
And thynge hiis for-jemynge. 
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Thjs ylke sygne, and eke thys tbynge, 
Ine oure childhode we 57! toke, 

Ac afterward we lore that thynge, 
Tho we to senne toke 

By wylle ; 

Amend we the prente lefth 
Ine oure saule wel stille. 

Hym selve no man hebbe schel 

To the bischoppjmge, 
Ine tokne of febleste of hiis goste, 

Another schel him brynge, 

And lefte ; 
Ase he ne mi3te nanjt himself 
To confermynge crefte. 

Ac her ich segge aperteliche 
Thys men and eke this wyves, 

That hi ne hebbe hare 03e child 
By hare quicke lyves, 

And rede ; 

For 3ef hy dothe man and hys wyfe, 
Ther draweth God sibrede. 

Of seve sacremens thre 

Prente ine herte maketh ; 
That beth cristnynge, and confermynge, 

And ordre that men taketh 

Wel blithe ; 
That hy ne take hiis for no man, 

Bote one-lepy sythe. 
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De Sacramento altaris. 

Nou hj^t by-valth to telle 30U, 

And so ich mo3t wel nede, 
Of Godes flesche and eke hjs blode 

At cherche ine forme of bredp 

And wyne ; 
That frevereth ous in oure exil, 

And lytheth oure pyne. 

H3e blithe my3ten hy be 

That folwede Cryst in londe, 
That iny3te hyne eche day y-se, 

Hiis swete love to fonde, 

Ine keththe ; 
So mowe we be for ous ner he, 

Hy faylled never seththe. 

For tho hiis tyme was y-come 

No lenge to dwelle here, 
That wete brede and honde he toke, 
Ther he set atte soupere, 

And seyde, 
"Taketh and eteth, thys hiis my body," 
Of sothe he ham aneyde. 

For-wy hy3t moste nedes be 

Al sothe that he sede, 
That alle thynge his ase he seith, 

Thys resoun wole the rede, 

To dede, 

He seyde to al the worlde be, 

And al was ase he sede. 

c 2 
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Nammore maystrye njs hijt to hjm 

To be ine bredes Ijche, 
Thane bym was ine the liche of num. 

To kethen ous hiis ryche ; 

Thet maketh 
That by beth alle mis-by-leved. 

That other throf for-saketh. 

The fend hymself him maky mey 

Wei dyverse liknynges. 
Of best, of men, and of wymmen, 

And mani other thynges, 

To nusy ; 
Wei bet may Gode to oure prou 

Dyverse formes usy. 

Tho that the bred y-tourned was 

Into hys body sylve, 
He toke the coppe, with the wyne and water, 
And seide eft to the twelve 

Y-vere, 
'* Taketh and drynketh everechon 
Of this chalice here. 

" Thys hys my chalis of my blode 
Of testament nywe, 
That schal be schad for manye men, 
And ase we 8ey3eth gode and trewe 

And kende ; 
And doth je thos wanne 36 hyt dothe, 
Doth hyt in 30ure mende." 
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Tho that he sede, " doth je thos," 

The hey3e kynge of hevene, 
He 3af ham power to don hyt, 

And forth power to jevene, 

Wei werthe, 
That he ne toke Judas out, 

The worste man on erthe. 

And that power hys y-jive 

Fram bysschoppe to preste, 
And so schel al so longe be, 

Ase cristyndom schel leste, 

Y-mete ; 
Seththe Crist four ous an orthe come, 

He nolde ous nau3t for-lete. 

Thaj he her were inne, hys manhode 

Amanges ous to flotie, 
jet nere he naujt thanne ous so nej, 

Ase nou we mowe hym notye 

In Gode ; 
We honorieth hyne al i-holliche 

Ine flesche and eke ine blode. 

# 

Wat may amount! that he wyle 

So by-come oure fode, 
Chaungeth he naujt ase othere mote 

Into oure flesche and blode, 

By kende ? 
Nay, ac he chaungeth ous in hym, 

To maky ous gode and hende. 
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And ase Grode there his hole men mete, 
And sike hjt by-swiketh, 

So his the mete dampnacion 
To hem that senne liketh 

To holde ; 

So he hjt tok and his lore, 
Judas, that Jhesus soldo. 

Ther-fore ich segge a Godes half 

To alle crjstjne folke, 
That wanne hj scholle y-houseled be, 

That hy ne be abolke 

In prede ; 
Let ounde and wrethe and coveytynge, 

Sleuthe and lestes on lede. 

Nys none of wymman beter i-bore 
To seint Johan the Baptyste, 

And 5et he quakede wel arj 
Tho he touchede Crist 

In the flomme ; 

Thanne au3te we wel ary3t to be. 
To fange hym on tromme. 

Ther-fore 3ef that 36 fredeth 30U, 
That he ne be nan3t digne 

For te be housled wyth thys body 
Ine this thre holy signe, 

Wyth-draweth ; 

For wo that hy3t taketh ondygneliche, 
Hys jugement he gnajeth. 
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May som man segge, bou schal me so 

Fram ther housljnge dwelle, 
Wanne Grod self aperteliche 
Seith ous in the Gospelle, 

Wei to mende, 
" Who that eteth my flesch and drjnketh my blod, 
Heth lyf withoute ende." 

That thou take hyjt wyth the mouthe, 

Ne myd teth ther-on ne werche, 
Thou takest hyt, man, ^ef that thou art 

A lyme of holy cherche, 

To blysse, 
Wanne eny prest his messe syngeth, 

I- lief hyt myd y-wysse. 

For on hys Godes flesch to nemme, 

Ase mouthe the mete taketh, 
Another ase the mete y-jete 

Into the membres taketh ; 

Ac here, 
Cryst hys that heved, the prest the mouthe^ 

The lymes that folke i-vere. 

And ase the bred to-gadere comthe 

Of menye greynys to-bake, 
And ase the wyne to-gadere flouthe 

Of manye greyns y-take, 

I-lyke, 
Cryst and hiis membrys, men, 

O body bethe ine mystyke. 
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Wet hys mystyke n'e mey non wete 

Be nothynge a-founde, 
Bote wanne ther hys o thynge y-ked, 

Another to onderstonde 

Ther-inne ; 
Hy that aredeth thyse redeles, 

Wercheth by thilke gynne. 

So wane that body hym hys ked 

Of swete Jhesu Cryst, 
Me may wel onderstonde ther, 

By thulke selve lyste, 

An other ; 
Cryst and eke alle holy men 

Beth o body, my leve brother. 

Ther-fore guod beth this sacrement 

Y-mad of suiche thynges, 
That myjte of manye make on, 

As Cryst and hys derlynges 

I-monge ; 
Thenne scholde hy at one be. 

In love that scholde hyt fonge. 

Nou onderstand the signe her 
Fourme hys of wyne and brede ; 

Noble hys that thynge, ry3t Cristes body, 
And body of quike and dede ; 

Ac, brother, 

3et ry3te body tha3 hyt be thynge, 
Hy3t hys signe of that other. 
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Vor ase the ryjte bodyes lemes 

Habbeth dyverse wyke, 
So habbeth 175! membrys eke 

Of the body ine mystyke, 

That weldeth ; 
Hys honden men beth that wel doth, 

The fet that wel op-heldeth. 

Alle taketh that ryjt body 

Thyse men at hare houslynge ; 
Ac some to prou, and some to lere, 

Ine wyl of senejjmge, 

To derye ; 
Ac one Gode aryjt hyt nometh, 

That body ine hys mysterye. 

Ac thaj we be tokned ther 

Ine oure Sauveoure, 
Ne lef thou nau5t the we be ther, 

Ne forthe nau3t of oure 

That were ; 
Tha3 ther be tokned thynges two, 

Ther nys bot o thyng there. 

And that hys swete Jhesu Gryst 

Ine flesche and eke ine blonde. 
That tholede pyne and passyoun, 

And diath opene the roude, 

Wel soure ; 
Ne lef non other Cryste, man, 
For safour ne coloure. 
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For that colour, ne that savoar, 
Ne beth nau5t ther-inne Cryste, 

Tha3 he ther-inne schewe hjm. 
By hys m73tefolle lyste, 

So couthe ; 

Ne my5te elles bet be se5e, 
Ne beter yujred inne mouthe. 

For jef he schewed hym in flesche, 

Other ine blody thynge, 
Hydous hyjt were to the syjte, 

And to the cast wlatynge, 

And pyne ; 
Thanne hys hyt betere in fourme of brede. 

And eke in forme of wyne. 

For bred strengeth the herte of man, 
And wyn hys herte gledeth ; 

And strengthe longeth the body, 
And blice the saule fedeth, 

And nede ; 

Ther-fore hys double sacrement. 
Of wyne and eke of brede. 

For he y-brout heth oure body. 

Into OS he let hys sinke ; 
And vor the saule ine the blod, 

Hys blod he let os drynke ; 

Nou wost, 
Wyther hys double sacrement, 

For note of body and gost. 
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Ac wen naujt that Cryst be to-schyft, 

Tha3 he scheweth ine bothe, 
To wene hys body wythoute blod, 

By tha weye ne gothe, 

To thryfte ; 
For ther he hys, he hys al y-hol, 

Ne mey ine hym to-schifte. 

The3 ther te breke a5e ine the mouth, 

Other ine thyne honden, 
Hyt nas nau3t he that hys to-broke, 

Ensample thou my3t fonden 

To slyfte ; 
In a myrour thou my3t fol wel thi-selve se. 

Bote nau3t the ymage schefte. 

By thyse ensample thou my3t y-se 

He hys ine echautere ; 
Y-hol the prest hys messe syngeth, 

The3 he ne be nau3t y-here, 

Ac wykke, 
Ase ther beth foles swiche fele 

Y-sawe al to thykke. 

Ac tha3 the prest hys messe do 

Inne dedleche senne corse 
Thet sacrement, man, be thou syker. 

For hym nys nase worse ; 

For loke, 
The sacrement nys nathe wors, 

Tha3 that Judas hyt toko. 
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Ac tha5 bjt be never the wors 

That sacrement an honde. 
The bone that swych prest ther byjt 

No stel ne schel hjm stonde, 

Ac derye ; 
For he despjseth Jbesu Crjst, 

Wanne he hym scholde herye 

And 3yf thou wylt tak hyt to prou, 

For the and tbyne freende, 
Ryjt repentaunt and ry3t devout 

Take hys death in thy meende, 

Naut lyjt ; 
The more thou thenkest so on hys death, 

The more hys thy meryt^. 

Manne, wanne thyt takest ase other mete, 
Into thy wombe hyjt sedlyth ; 

Ac ne defith naujt ase thy mete, 
Wyth thyne flesch medlyth, 

Ac kevereth 

Al other wyse, and so thy body 
And thy saule hy3t frevereth. 

Nabyd hy3t nau3t ase other mete 

Hys tyme of defyynge ; 
And ry3t anon hy3t frevereth 

In thare oundervanginge, 

Destresse, 
Of syke men, tha3 hy hyt keste of, 

Ne helpeth hyt nau3t the lasse. 
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For yf the syke mau hys gode 

In the leve of holy cherche, 
The3 he hyjt cast op, hyt bylefth 

Sauvacion to werche, 

Ryjt there ; 
For al at ones he mey be god, 

Ther and elles-were. 

He sofireth wel to be kest op, 

And 3et to be honoured ; 
Ac he soffreth no3t to be to-trede, 

And of bestes devoured, 

And neade ; 
Ase he by -leve assay th in flesche, 

He assayth ine forme of brede. 

That body hyjt hys na3t that ther comthe op, 

3ef that a man hy3t keste ; 
For al so longe hyt hys that body, 

Ase forme of brede schel leste 

Ine manne ; 
3et tha3 the fourme of brede to-go. 

That body by-lefth h3et thanne. 

And 3yf he passeth nau3t fram ous, 
Wanne wey ary3tt hym healdeth. 

That vod hys for to take hym efte, 
Ther wyle he ous so wealdeth, 

For mende 

Of hys dethe and hys passyon, 
Ase he heth hit atte hys ende. 
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Of pore wete hjt mol be. 

And eke of pore w jne. 
The! sehel be to thjs sacrement 

Rrjt of the grape of wjne 

I-lete ; 
For Jesus aeyth the Yjgne be hys, 

And eke the grejn of wete. 

And 5ef mannes deTodoon slaketh, 

Wanne he bj-healdeth. 
For hjt thiokth bote other bread 

An-heaj that the prest healdeth ; 

Bj-thenche hjm 
Of the vertne that ther hys. 

That non erronr adrenche hjm. 

And tak ensanmple of that he kneatb, 

The precioose stone, 
Thaj he lygge amange othere j-ljche, 

Me hononreth hjra alone, 

So swete ; 
ItCd al thy wyl ther vertae hys, 
God self ine sacrement y-mete. 

Namore ne grereth hyt Jhesas, 
Thane sonne i-trede in felthe, 

Tha3 eny best devoured hyt. 
Other eny other onselthe, 

£ch screade ; 

3et al so longe hys Godes body, 

Ase lest the fourme of breade. 
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And al so longe hjt hjs blod, 

Ase lest the forme of wjne ; 
Naujt of fjnegre kende chald, 

Ne offe water droppynge of wyne ; 

Ac trye, 
So lyte water schel be me[n]gd, 
That wyne habbe the maystrye. 

For water self nys nau3t that blod, 

Ac hyt hys an y-lyke, 
Ine folke that torneth al to Cryst, 

Ine the body of mystyke ; 

Nou, brother, 
I-lef al thys ine gode fey, 
For hit may no thynge be sother. 

De penitencia. 
Wane man after hys crystendom 

Heth au5t i-do wyth wronge, 
Penaunce hyt hys a sacrement 
That men scholde fonge, 

Ande mote ; 
Penaunce heth maneres thre, 
Thor3 sor3e, schryfte, and edbote. 

Thy sorwe for thyne senne, man. 

Mot be ine gode wylle, 
That hy ne be naujt ine wanhope, 

That made Judas to spylle ; 

Ac crye 
Mercy to swete Jhesu Cryst, 
Mid wyl to lete folye. 
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And jet thy wylle mot be so gret, 

And ine so gode faye, 
That thou wenst thou uoldest sene3i eft, 

Ther-fore thej thou scholdest deye, 

Ine wytte ; 
For 3ef thou woldest for death hyt do, 
Thy sor3e hys al to lyte. 

The5 sorje bele man anon 

Of velth of sennes slyme, 
3et thanne were hyt nau3t i-nou3, 

The fore sorwy on tyme, 

Ac evere, 
Ase longe ase, man, thy lyf y-lest, 
EUes senne may be kevere. 

For so, man, senne greveth in the, 

And eke in alle thyne, 
That wed schel grewen over the corn, 

Wythoute medicyne 

Of sor3e ; 
Nou her-on thenche, man, day and ny3t. 
An even and a morwe. 

Thench thour3 thy senne thou best i-lore 

Thy blys of hevene-ryche, 
An heth i-wrethed thane kynge 

That non hys y-liche ; 

And here, 
Thou best of-served dygnelycbe 
The pyne of belle vere. 
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Draj into mende that hjdous sijt 

Of deade men a bere, 
That nadde never deade i-be, 

3ef senne of Adam nere, 

Bye drytte ; 
3et thou a5test habbe more hjdour 

Of thjne ojene unr73te. 

Mjd sucher sorje schryfte, man, 
^Wel stylle an nothynge loude ; 
For repentaunce ondeth the hel, 
And schreft hyt mot out-treude, 

Al clene ; 
For 3ef a3t lefth that treude my3t, 
God so thou schelt y-wenne. 

Ne non ne may hym schryve ary3t, 

Bote 3ef he hym by-tho3te 
Of sennes that he beth y-do, 

And hys lyf al thor3 so3te 

To kenne ; 
Ac manie dosper to the prest 

Al one by-se3e of senne. 

And understand that al i-hol 

Mot be thy schryfte, brother ; 
Na3t tharof a kantel to a prest, 

And a kantel to another ; 

And thanne 
Tele 3ef thou my3t by-thenche the 

Wet hou and wer and wanne. 

D 
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And 5ef thou wylt, many thorj thj schryft 

Lat tbj senne al a-drou5e, 
Ne wjnd thou naut thy senne ine selke, 

Ac telle out al that rouje, 

Tys la3e ; 
5ef thou wenst seie, and nast no prest, 

Schryf the to another felawe. 

Ac that ne schalt thou nevere do. 
Bote the wantrokje of Ijve ; 

And 5ef thou comste to lyve ajen. 
Eft throf thou most the seTyve 

To preste, 

That heth power to assojlj the, 
Thorj power of the greste. 

Thaj man on tyme i-healde be 

To schryve hym a jere, 
To schryve hym wanne he senejed heth, 

Wei syker thynge hyt were 

And mete ; 
Wald 3ef he sodeynlyche deith, 

And wald he hyt for-3ete. 

For wanne man sodeynleche deith, 
Hys tho5t the sor5e tumbleth ; 

And senne ony schryve wanne he vor-3et, 
Hys senne ther be doubleth 

To nusy ; 

For mytter senne that he dede, 
The sleuthe bine wyle acusy. 
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Man, schryf the, and wonde none schame, 

For-wy hyt hys to donne, 
A lytel schame hys betere her 

Thane overmoche efibsone ; 

To crefte 
Byvore God a domesday^ 

Amang al Grodes schefte. 

For tha5 man mo5e i-sauved be 

Thor5 bare repentaunce, 
Wanne he ne may to scryfte come, 

5ef hym valleth that chaunce, 

So holde ; 
3et ne may he nau3t y-sauved be, 

Be he hym schrive wolde. 

Ther-fore thy schryfte, man, schel be 

Wythoute stoneynge, 
Myd herte I03, and, 3ef thou my3t, 

Myd thyn e3ene wepynge, 

In treuthe ; 
Thet ther be non ypocrysye. 

Bote repentaunce and reuthe. 

And 3yf that thou to schryfte comff 

Ine thyse manere to fare. 
The schryft-vader that varth ary3t 
Schal be wel debonayre. 

And 1036 ; 
He schel wystlyche thy senne hele, 
Bet thane he wolde hys owe. 

d2 
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5ef he the schel anoye ajt, 

Hjt wyle of-thenche hjm sore ; 

And otherwjl anoje he mot, 
Wanne he seheweth the lore 

Of helthe, 

Ase mot the leche ine voule sores, 
Wanne he rojneth the felthe. 

Ther-fore ^e mote tholyen hyt, 
Wjthoate alle manere tole ; 

And do ther-by ententyflyche, 
3yf 3e woUeth be hole 

To live, 

And to a betere beleave gotfa, 
3ef 50ure prest can naujt schry ve. 

Te mo prestes that thart i-schryve 

Myd alle y-hole scryfte, 
The clenner thert a5ens God, 

And of the more thryfte, 

Nau3t nyce ; 
3ef hyt ne be nau3t to thy prest 

Malice ne prejudice. 

Wanne man hys repentaunt i-schrive, 

He scholde don edbote, 
And the ferste hys that he by-fle 

Chypeans of sennes rote, 

Ase quances ; 
He that by-fleke wel lecherye 

6i-ylekth foule continaonce. 
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Edbote hjs dede after god consejl 

Of gosslich medicine, 
Wanne senne sor y-clensed hys, 

To tholye a lytel pyne 

Thet frete, 
That he ne be ther-vore i-wrete 

In purgatoryes hete. 

Thre maner peyne man fangeth 

For hys senne nede ; 
Senne hys that on, that other fastynge, 

The thrydde hys almesdede ; 

Ac woste, 
Sene hys and edbote y-set 

For senne do ine goste. 

For senne in flesche 

Vestyng heth the flesche lothe ; 
Ac elmesdede senne bet 

Of gost and flesche bothe ; 

For thencheth, 
Thet almesdede senne quenketh, 

Ase water that fer aquencheth. 

To byddynge contemplacion 

Longeth rede ande wryte, 
To here predicacioun won 

Lore and herte smyte, 

And wreche, 
Dedes to 3yve devocioun 

To men ine holy cherche. 
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Knewdynge, tmwmjl, b«r-Tol go^ 
WeDe-ward aad wikjn^ 

Dudpliiie andljte metey 
Thes loDgeth to yestjngQ^ 

And herey 

PelgTynuige and beddynge hard, 
Fleach firam fykyoge te aiae. 

jere^ and lene» and ocmsefl, 
Clothjnge, herber^ and fede, 

Yjsytj sjke and prjacmeBy 
And hdpe povere at nede ; 

Mnknesse, 

For to Yor-5eTene trespas^ 
Tak dedes ci elmesse. 

And sene jer thoa scholdeat, man, 
O dedljche senne peynj, 

Ther-vore al that the prest the hast 
To done schalt thoa nan5t fynj ; 

Ac more. 

For onmeathe thjs ther enj prest 
That pejne set so sore. 

For hj habbeth in syke of m^n, 

Hj more sette the lesse, 
And betere hjs ffor te apeched be 

Of more for3efnesse. 

Than wreche ; 
For 5yf thou to lyte peyne best, 

Pargatorye hyt schal eche. 
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And jet ther hys another cas, 

That prestes 3yvet so lyte 
Penaunce, tha5 me telle ham 

Ryjt moche of sennes wyte, 

Ine mone ; 
Me mot ham legge lytel on, 

Other hy nolde do none. 

Beter hys that hy a lyte do 

Her ine obedience, 
And fol-yelle that remenaunt 

Ine purgatoryes tense, 

Eftsone ; 
Nys nau3t god to vor-lete a man, 

That eny jringe hys wyl bone. 

The bydde ich, brother, be nau3t loth 

To do penaunce here ; 
For 3et ther hys here some reles. 

So nys nau3t ine the vere 

Areyved ; 
Ne thor3 the ry3tyolnesse of God 

Nys no sen omtheyyid. 

Man, wane thou sene3yst thre thou dest. 

Thou wrethest God almy3ty, 
To holy cherche onbouxam thart, 

Makest thy selve onry3ty, 

Thos 3e mote 
Make thy pes wyth alle thre, 

Sorwe, schryfte, and edbote. 
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Mac Ukelh tfajs sftcrement. 

And geth awej ondigne. 
Tor he ne schijf^ iuiU5t of thet thynge, 

Bote of the hare sigiie» 

To Wynne ; 
The signe hiis that hjs houte j-do. 

That thynge hys grace hynne. 

Two thynges her wythynne beth, 
For-5efthe and repentynge ; 

Ac repentaunce hys signe also 
Of sennys for-hevynge, 

Certayne ; 

For so may man repenti bym> 
That ther yol5eth no peyne. 

That was i-ked wel inne the thef 

Ope Calvaryes felde, 
Tho he escusede Jhesu Cryst, 

And bym gelty gan jclde, 

Mid sourwe ; 
He deide and come to Paradys, 

Nabod he nau5t fort a-morwe. 

De undone extrema. 
Sacrament of aneliinge 

Nou her ich woUe telle, 
That man vangeth wane he ne wenth 
No lenge he myjte dwelle 

A-lyve ; 
The bodyes eve! that libbe ne mey, 
And sone hit mey to-dry ve. 
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Many for defaute deithe 

Of ther anelyynge ; 
And 5 jf hys saule after hys dethe 

Soffrey harde pynynge, 

In fere, 
So scholde hy nau5t hedde he i-hed 

Ryjt elyynge here. 

For seint James, in hys boke, 

Wysseth wyd gode mende, 
That 3yf eny by-falthe ryjt syke, 

The prest he scholde of-sende 

To hys ende ; 
And he schel elye hym wyth ele, 

Hys savement to wynne. 

Seynt Jame seythe that orysonne 

Of ther holy by-leve, 
Of hiis siknesse helthe wynthe, 

That no fend schal reve 

The helthe ; 
And 3ef that he ine sennys be, 

For-3eve hys him that felthe. 

Thys his, brother, and gret confort 

For for-3etene synnes, 
That oure foman aredy haveth 

A3eynys that we goth hennes, 

Tatuite ; 
Ac 3ef we ary3t anelede beth, 

Hy3t gayneth ham wel lytel. 
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And thanne hjs man ar75t aneled, 
Wanne he mjd wjl hjt taketh, 

Myd by-leve of devocioun 
And repentaunce maketh 

So digne ; 

And 3yf he hyt othere-wyse fangeth, 
He taketh ha bote the sygne. 

For the sygne of thys sacrement 

The elyyngys boute, 
That thyngge hys alleggaunce of evel. 

To lyf other diath jef he schel loute, 

And hennes, 
Thar he wende that thynge is eke 

Alleggaunce of hys sennes. 

And 5et me schfd anelye a man, 
Thar that he lese hys speche ; 

For wet he thencheth in hys mod 
Ne may ous no man teche ; 

Ac stronge, 

He mot habbe devociouny 
Thet schel a-ry3t hyt fonge. 

Ther-fore this children eleth me nau^t, 

Ne forthe none wode, 
For hy ne conne mende have 

Of thilke holy Gode ; 

Ac fonge 
The wode mey that sacrement, 

Wane reles cometh amonge. 
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prest mot do thys sacrement, 

For-why hyjt hys wel worthe ; 
^nd that seyde seynt James wel, 

Ther-wyle he jede an erthe, 

50 hit hedde, 
Tho ich a lite her alone 

Thes holye wordes redde. 

The matyre of this sacrement 

Hys ryjt the oylle allone ; 
And wanne the bisschop blesseth hyt, 

Baume ther-with ne megth he none 

Ther-inne ; 
For baume tokneth lyres loos, 

Oyle mercy to wynne. 

For wanne man deithe, he let his lyf 

Ther the god los by-hoveth ; 
Ac senne jef he farthe ary3t, 

To bi-rensy he proveth, 

To cure Lorde 
Mercy he cryth, and biddeth hym 

Mercy and misericorde. 

The wordes that ther beth i-sed, 

Hyt beth wordes of sealthe ; 
For hy biddeth the sike man 

Of all his sennes helthe, 

In mende ; 
Ther-to me aneleth the wyttes fy3f, 

And fejet, and breste, and lenden. 
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And for the lecherye 873! 

In lenden of the manne, 
And, ase the boke ous sejth, hj sit 

Inne navele of the wymman, 

To hele, 
Me schel the mannes lenden anelje, 

The navele of the femele. 

Thjs both the wordes wane me aneleth, 

'* Bj thisse aneliinge, 
And be hiis milse, for-yyve the God 

Of thine 8enne3ynge, 

Myd eyen" ; 
And so he seyth be al hys lymes. 

That scholle the oyle drejen. 

Caracter thet is prente y-cliped, 

Nys non of eliinge ; 
Ne farth of penaunce ne the mo, 

Nof housel nof spousynge, 

In thede ; 
For man ofter thane ones taketh 

The sacremens for node. 

De ordimbus ecclesiasticis, 
Nou her we mote ine this sarmon 

Of ordre maky saje, 
Ther was by-tokned suithe wel 
Wylom by the ealde lawe, 

To a-gynne, 
Tho me made Godes hous 
And ministres ther-inne. 
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<7od ches folkes specilliche 

Hjs holy folke amonge, 
That was the kenred of Levy, 

Offjce for to fonge, 

Ase brotheren ; 
For to servj ine Grodes house 

By-fore alle the notheren. 

To segge hys Levy an Englysch 

Fram the notheren y-take ; 
So beth of ordre i-take men, 

Ase wyte fram the blake, 

Of lyve ; 
Gode 3eve al y-ordrede men 

Wolde a-ry3t her-of schryve. 

Ase ther beth of the Holy Gost 

5eftes ry3tfolle sevene ; 
So ther beth ordres foUe sevene, 

That made Cryst of hevene 

An orthe ; 
And hedde hys ek ine hys monheth, 

Toke thou hy that were wel werthe. 

The ferste hys dore-ward y-cleped ; 

The secunde redynge ; 
The thrydde hys i-cleped eonjurement 

A5enys the foule thynge 

To wersiexe ; 
The ferthe acolyt hys to segge y-wys, 

Tapres to here wel worthe. 



XMe orare ot MHcaKae ; 
Aad kys tke syxte al» 7-dcped 

Tke lulf ordre of d^ene^ 

Aad tkegreste ; 
The sercee kjs aad kjs y - c ly ped 

The kofy ordre of prert. 



be the dde Iwe sjnagop £ent 
Cvod lei the otdicft werche. 

And tint ww aiAed of tint h js I7 jft» 
Non wiyt ine holy dierdie 

I Here ; 

Idi sdiel tdle hou kyt was ther. 
And bou kyt 1^ nom hoe. 

De hosiiariis. 
Ine the ealde lawe d<»e-w«rd 

Lokede dmre and gate. 
That ther ne scholde onclene thjnge 
B J3t non entry ther-ate, 

Wei couthe ; 
So doth thes dore-wardes eke 
Ine holy cherche nouthe. 

And 5ef eny other hyt doth, 
Nys hyt ordre ac i-leave, 

To helthe wane ther nede i-valth, 
Ac me ne schal nau5t reave 

The office, 

Wythoute leve to don hyt, 
Ne be no man so nice. 
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The bisschop, wanne he ordreth thes clerekes, 

Takth hjm the cherche ke75e, 
And seyth, '^ taketh and dotheth fol wel, 

Ase wane je scholle deye, 

Scholde 5elde 
Acounte of thet hjs ther-onder clos, 

Hardjst thet wo so hyt felde." 

Ine the temple, sweete Jhesus 

Thjse ordre toke at ones, 
Tho that he makede a balejs. 

And bet out for the nones, 

Y-mene, 
Tho that boujte and sealde in Godes hous, 

That hjs a hous of bene. 

De lectorUms, 
Nou ich habbe of the ferste y-teld, 

That other wyl ich trye ; 
Ine the aide la5e the redere 
Bede the prophessye, 

By wokke ; 
So schulle the rederes now 
By-rede and conne on lowke. 

Ther-fore ere hy thys ordre have, 

Me schel hy wel assaye 
Of that hy redeth that hy wel 

Ham conne aneye, 

For-bede 
Otheren to reden schal me nojt, 

Ac soffry hyt for nede. 



48 ronu or wuxiax ]« sboksham. 



TkjK offdre swete Aesa Crj^t, 

Kedde wei tliat he hadde, 
Tko be Hike Tsftws boke 

Lie the sjMgoge, and radde. 

Wet wdle. 
Wet he ther redde thoQ iii75t se 

Lie a^iit Lukes godspdle. 

The fayaadiop wenne he ordreth thes. 
The redp^ boke hym takedi. 

And seythy ** tak and bj-come redre 
Of word that al God smaketh. 

And bijce 

Scheh habbe ase god prechoor, 
yef thoo wolt do tbjne ofl^ce." 

De exorcisHs. 
The thrydde ordre coDJarement, 

And was ine the ealde 1836, 
60 dry ve oat develyn oat of men, 
Fram Grod that were dra3e 

Alyve ; 
Thanne he mot habbe a dene gost, 
That schal the onedene out-dryve. 

The bisschop wane he ordreth thes, 

Take ham boke of cristnynge, 
Other of other conjuremens 
A5eyns the foule thynge, 

And seggeth, 
" Taketh power to legge hand 

Over ham that fendes op-biggeth." 
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Thyse ordre swete Jhesu Cryst kedde 

Wei that he hedde, 
The he drof develen out of men 

That hym wel sore dredde, 

The apryse 
Ine the elde leje hyt ferst by-gan 

Kynge Salomon the wyse. 

De accoUtis, 
The ordre fer the accolyt hys 

To here tapres aboate wi5t ri5tte, 
Wanne me schel rede the gospel 
Other offry to oure Dryte, 

To thenche, 
That thet lyjt by-tokneth that lyjt 
Thet nothynge may quenche. 

And wanne that hey ordred hys, 

The bisschop schel hym teche 
Hon he schel lokke cherche ly3t, 

And wyne and water areche, 

To synge, 
In tokne taper and crowet 

To hand me schal hym brynge. 

Thet thys ordre hedde Jhesus, 

We habbeth wel a-founde 
By thet he seyd, " Ich am that ly5t 

Of alle ther wordle rounde 

Aboute, 
Wo so loketh, ne geth he nau3t derke, 

Ac lyt ine lyves route." e 
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Ine the elde temple tokne was 
Of the ordre of acoljrtes, 

Tho certeyne men ly3te that ly3t, 
Ase the laje 3ef the rytes, 

So brode ; 

Of weche ly3t hysy-wryte 
Ine the boke of Exode. 

De subdiaconis. 
The ordre fifte sudeakne hys, 

That chastet6 enjoyeth; 
For sudeakne bereth the chalys 
To the auter and aolyveth, 

Ande weldeth 
Al bare and eke the corperaus 
Onder the deakne vealdeth. 

Ine the aide lawe y-hote hjt hys, 
That hy bam scholde clensy 

That there that vessel of God, 
And myd water bensy, 

By ry3tte, 

Clenne sehel he in herte be 
That schal the chalys di3te. 

And wanne that he y-ordred hys, 
He taketh the chalys bare, 

And he a-vangeth a crowet eke, 
And a towaylle vare 

I-nere; 

For he schel honden helde weter. 
That serveth to the autere. 
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Tho hym with a touwayle schete Jhesus 

After soper by-gerte, 
And water inta bacyn 

Myd a wel mylde berte, 

And wesscbte 
Al hys apostlene veet, 

Thos ordre forthd he lesschte. 

De diaconis, 
Nou of the sixte telle ich schel, 
That hys the ordre of deakne, 
Thet hys of more perfeccioun 
Thane hys ordre of sudeakne ; 

He bryngeth 
To honde thet the prest schel have, 
Wanne he the masse singeth. 

Ine the ealde lawe beren hy 

The hoehe of holy crefte, 
And nou the stole afongeth hy 

Ope here scholder lefte, 

To a-gynne ; 
And so for thane trayaylle her, 

The ry3t half for to wynne. 

And at ordres avangeth hy 

The boke of the Godspelle, 
For than to rede the gospel, 

And sarmone for to telle, 

To wake 
Hy thet slepeth ine senne slep 

Amendement to maky. e 2 
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Thyse ordre swete Jhesu Cryst 

Ine hja travajle kedde, 
Tho he prechinde thet folke 

To ry3tte weye ledde ; 

The thredde 
Was tho he wakede hymself 

The apostles for to bydde. 

De presbiteris. 
The sevende ordre hys of the prest. 

And hys i-cleped the ealde. 
Bote nau3t of 3eres, ac of wyt, 
Ase holy wryt ous tealde; 

For 3eres 
Ne maketh so nau3t thane prest aid, 
Ac sadnesse of maneres. 

And wanne he y-ordred hys, 

Hym faith an holy gyse, 
Hys honden beth anoynte bothe 

Thor -out a cirowche wyse, 

Tafonge 
Ther-inne Godes 03en flesch, 

That fode is to the stronge. 

He takth the helye inne of eyther half 

Y-joyned atte breste, 
Thet no god hap ne he3i hyne, 

Ne non harm hyne don deste, 

In mode ; 
Ac thenche on hym that tholede death 

For ous opone the roude. 
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• 

He takth the chalys wjth the wyne. 

And brede of the patejne ; 
He heth power to sacry hyt, 

And thet throf hys ther seyne, 

Wei trewe ; 
Inne the elde lawe the ordre a-gan^ 

Ine tokne of thyssere newe. 

Cryst kedde that he hys a prest 

Byjt in double manere ; 
That on tho he sacreded hys body, 

Ther he set atte sopere ; 

Thet other, 
Tho he an roude ofirede hys body 

For ous, my leve brother. 

De prima tonsura. 
To thys ordre croune bet 

Ys an apparyblynge, 
Thet hys in holy cherche y-cleped wel 
The furste scherynge 

Of clerke ; 
Gierke hys to segge an Englysch, 
Eyr of Godes werke. 

Ac Godes werke an erthe was 

The puple for to teche, 
And also thour3 hys holy dethe 

Of sennes he was leche ; 

Thes werkes 
Men taketh after Jhesu Cryst, 

Wanne hy by-cometh clerkes. 
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And 5yf hy douth wel hare dcver 

Ine thj88e heritage, 
Ne may hem falle after thys lyt' 

Noil one worth desperage, 

To wysse, 
By5t y-marissched schelle hy be 

Ine hevene-ryche blysse. 

The croune of clerke y-opened hys, 
Tokneth the wyl to hevene, 

Thet habbe mot that entri schel 
Into eny of the sevene, 

And sedder, 

Tokneth ase he ine ordre a-ryst 
That hys the croune breddour. 

Ther drof bischop hys dignete 
To maky thulke sevene, 

And hyt by-tokneth thane bisschop 
In the bisschopriche of hevene, 

So wrethe 

Was and hys the pope vicary 
I-maked here an erthe. 

Thythe ordres to thys sacrement 

By ry3te longis schoUe, 
And that mo be that gode beth, 

Thes maketh al that folle 

Be a-stente ; 
Therfore ich abbe ondo 30U thos, 

For thyse sacrement. 
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And nou ich wolle ondo thys eft 

By the wey of mystyke. 
For crystene man hys Godes boas, 

Hye mote habbe wyke 

Ther-inne, 
Nou lett icb schel onlouke tbys, 

Ase God wyle grace 3yve. 

Thet inewyt hys the dore-ward, 

The doren wyttes fyve ; 
He schel loky wel bysylyche 

That no lykynge in dryve. 

That stenketh ; 
That inwyt hys the reddere eke 

That holy lore thencheth. 

Thet innewyt dryfth the fend awey, 

Myd meende of Crystes pyne ; 
Thet inwyt ly3t ther saule ly3t 

Myd theawes gode and fyne, 

To hele ; 
Thet inwyt wescht the felthe awey, 

And greydeth the fessele. 

Thet inwyt redeth that gospel, 
Wane hji herereth Crystes lore ; 

And 3et ther-to hys charge hyt berth 
Of left half swythe sore, 

To abyde 

After thys lyf the hevene blys, 
And krefte the ry3t syde. 











yd ha Bjs flidbe ■jajHre 



HMT-fore eeh man dwft crjstene h js 

H ji wjttes lokj fyre, 
Afi4 tliendie opm the lore of God, 

And fendes fram hjm drjye, 

And l75te 
Myd gode thewes nl hjs Ijf, 

And ther-to do hys my3te. 

And WQHKcho and greydy hys fessel, 
And du trewlyohe hys charge, 

A Mil iimkt^d uHVynge of hys beden, 
Myd w(>i to olmesse large 

Thys wyke ; 

Hy Ihyik jt^ t^^M^lh how eth mey do 
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The signe hjs of thys sacrement 

The bisscbopes blessynge, 
Forth myd the admjnystracioun 

That be deth atte ordjnge, 

And grace 
Of wyt and of anctoryte, 

Thet thynge bye ine the place. 

« 

De matrimonio. 
Her longeth nou to tbys sarmon 

Of spousynge for to wercbe, 
Thet bys the tokne of the joynyng of 
Gode and holy cherche ; 

And woste 
Ry3t holy cherche y-cleped bys 
That holy folke ine goste. 

And ase ther mot atter spousynge 

Be ryjt asent of bothe, 
Of man, and of ther wymman eke, 

Yn love and naujt y-lothe, 

I-lyche 
By-tuixe God and holy folke 

Love bys wel trye and ryche. 

Thanne a5te men here wyves love, 

Ase God doth holy cherche ; 
And wyves naujt ajens men 

Non onwrestnesse wercbe, 

Ac tholye. 
And nau3t onwrost opsechem by 

Ne touDge of befede bolye. 



58 POEMS OP WILLIAM DB SHOREHAM. 

Ine wlessche joyneth man and wjf 

Children to multeplje ; 
And Grod hath taken oure flesch 

Of the mayde Marje, 

Wei ferren, 
Ther-of springeth thet holje stren 

I-lykned to the sterren. 

Wei fayr thanne hys thys sacremeut, 

And marye was by-gonne, 
Tho hyt by-gan ine Paradys 

Are Adam were y-wonne 

To senne ; 
Ac so changede to vylenye 

That Stat of man-kenne. 

For 5ef he hedde i-healde hym, 
Ase God hym hedde y-maked, 

He hedde y-brout forthe hys bearm-teanc^ 
Wythoute senne i-smaked ; 

Wet thanne, 

3et holy stren by-tokned hys 
By strenynge of the mane. 

Hyt was God self that spousynge ferst 

In Paradys sette ; 
The fend hyt was that schente hyt al 

Myd gyle and hys abette, 

Wranch evel, 
Spousoth scheawyth wet God ther dede, 

Hourdom wat dede the devel. 
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T'or wanne man dra5th to hordom. 

And let hys ry5t spouse, 
So dede Adam ine Paradjs 

Hys ry5t lord of house 

Of hevene, 
Xhe gode for-horede the fend 

Wyth hys blaundynge stevene. 

That deth that Grod menteyneth 
Wei ry5t spousynge her an erthe, 

And ever mo schel go to schame 
Hordom and thet hys worthe, 

I-lome ; 

Bet some wenth ligge in spoushop, 
And lithe in hordome. 

Ther-fore ich wylle telle 30U 

The lore of ry3t spousynge, 
That he ne take horedom, 

Wanne taketh weddynge ; 

Nou lestneth, 
The lore al of the la3e y-wryte 

That holy cherche festneth. 

Ase to God hyt were y-now 

That bare assent oof bothe, 
Wythoute speche and by-treuthynge, 

Af d alle manere othe, 

And speche ; 
Ther mote be speche of hare assent, 

Holy cherche to teche. 



«1 





Askd ^ Be fiCTihe -^kii wiDe 



He ifiekclk of tkjwe tkat Us to 

Qftieiitiie; 
Ae tfast feme ne frf Iletli iiaii5t. 
That oClier m^ Ibr dentlie. 



And jjrf aootber treotheth aediCy 
W jtfa word of that hys noathe. 

The ferste dede halte beth, 
Ne be hj naae couthe. 

As none ; 

Bote 5ef ther foljede that treathjnge, 
A ferst flesch y-mone. 
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^or thet completh thet spoushod 

After the by-treuthynge, 
C^at hyt ne may be ondon 

Wyth none wythseggynge, 

By ry5te ; 
And that hyt were her ondo, 

Ily3t halt wythoute Dry3te. 

A.nd her may treuthynge be ondo 

Thorwe falnesse of partye, 
And for defaute of witnessynge 

Wyth wrange and trycherye, 

I-lome, 
Me weddeth suyche and liggeth so 

For than ine hordome. 

Ne hy3t ne may no man ondo, 

By lawe none kennes, 
And so by-lev eth ever-mo 

Fort other wendeth hennes, 

Thou wyse, 
So bryngeth hem in suehe peryl, 

That by ne mowe a-ryse. 

Ac 3ef eny hys ine the cas, 

Red ich that he be chaste ; 
And 3yf hys make mone craveth 

Ine leyser other in haste 

Lykynde, 
He mo3t hy3t do wyth sorye mod, 

And skyle wert wepynge. 
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57t he mot gret penaunce do 

The dayes of hys lyve, 
And 3et the more 5ef hath maked 

An hore of hys wyf, 

That ere, 
5ef that he hedde y-wedded hy, 

A goud wyraman hyt were. 

For suche la5e is that manye beth 
Men other wymmen of elde, 

Thar suche contra3t y-maked hys 
That more ry3t prove 3elde, 

And schoUe ; 

And 3et of volees thane of tuo 
Hys prove to the folle. 

And 33rf ry3t contrait ys y-maked 
Wy3thoute wytnessynge, 

3ef hy by-know eth openly che 
Byfore men of trewthynge, 

Te take, 

To-gidere y-hoten schoUe hy be, 
Tha3 other oft for-sake. 

That hys bote hy wedded be 

To othren er hy hy3t by-knowe ; 

For tha3 hy by-knowe hyt, 
Ne hys nau3t y-helde trewe 

By lawe ; 

For 3ef hy were, hyt scholde be 
These spousebrechene sawe. 
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Of ham that scholde j-wedded be 

Her the age thou mj^t lerne, 
Thet knave childe fortene 3er 

Schel habbe ane tuel thetherne, 

Spousjnge ; 
-A.t seve jer me maketh may, 

Ac none rj^t weddynge. 

IFor the3 hy were by assent 
By5t opelyche y-wedded, 
And ase thyse childre ofte beth 
To-gadere ry3t y-bedded, 

By ry3te ; 
Bot 3ef hy 3yve ine tyine assent. 
Departed be y-my3te. 

And the tyme is wane ather can 

Other fleschlyche y-knowe, 
For wanne hy habbeth thet y-do, 

Ne mowe hy be to-throwe, 

In sa3e ; 
Hy beth i-diped pukeres, 

That hys a worde of lawe. 

Ne no treuthynge stonde ne schel, 
Wyth strenthe y-maked ine mone, 

Bote ther fol3y by assent 
Ry3t flesch y-mone, 

Ine dede ; 

For thet folvelleth that spoushoth, 
Ase ich by-fore sede. 



64 pocxs or wiluax 

And Tff Ilt bethe br 




Here ejther odur fer to hmre. 
Other word to aseitti seyde^ 

Odbe swore; 

yeikjsoibtAkjm Booe of Ile8elie, 
Hjs wjle aid bib^ kjs bore. 



Aad ye£ ^ber h js condicioan 
X-oet atter lieu ihj age, 

yd h jt hjs good wydioate qoede, 
Hjt lettclh tiie weddji^eiy 

Onliedlde; 

Bote jef thor Tiesdies j-moiie be 
Foljjnde, ise idi ear tealde. 



And hit is wjkked condicioaii, 
CoTouiiint of sdurewesd-hede, 

Ase 5ef he sejth ich wiUe the have 
5ef thoa deist soche a dede, 

Ofqaeade; 

Thaj thet covenant be nanjt j-do, 
Hj schoUe hem weddj nede. 

Bote that qaead be a3ein8 spouthhoth, 

Ase ich schel hdre teche; 
And 5ef man sejth " ich woUe the have, 

3yf thou wilt be spoosbreche. 

Other wealde 
For te destruwen oure stren," 

That treuthjnge darf naut healde. 



POEMS OF WILLIAM DE SHOREHAM. 65 

Sudeakne mey be y-wedded naujt, 

Moneke, muneche, ne no frere, 
Ne no man of religion, 

Profes 3ef that he were, 

To leste 
Of chaste professioun 

Hys solempne by-heste. 

Ac 3ef man of religion, 

Be hys ryt fre wille, 
Over tyme of professioun 

Heldeth hym thrynne stylle, 

Relessed 
Schel hym nau5t be religioun, 

Tha5 he be nau5t professed. 

Ac 3ef ther were ry3t treuthynge, 

That may nau5t be relessed ; 
Ore hye into suche ordre came, 

And here hi be professed, 

To sothe, 
Hy scholde a3en to the spousynge. 

And lete al that to nothe. 

Hy that the man for-leyen hethe 

Under hys ry3t wy<i 
Other 3yf hy hosebonde heth 

Ine thet spousbreche alyve. 

Si dome ; 
3et hi my3te be wedded eft, 

3ef hy sengle by -come. 
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Bote |ef kj hj^tmatikede hem, 
Wjtk woide of noothe i take. 

Other bote h j bj-^peke his dethe 
In hare senvoUe sake. 

To slaje ; 

For thanne scholde hj weddi noo3t, 
B J none ryjt lawe. 

Meseles mowe j-wedded be, 

5ef hi asenti wjfle ; 
An tha5 other bi-come mesel, 

To-gadere healde hem stylle. 

To nomene; 
Bote the trenthege bare be, 

Wjth wordes of to comene. 

For 3ef thet hy by-treuthed be 
With wcNrde of non y take, 

Other wyd wcurdes of to come. 
With dede of flesches sake, 

Ther, brother. 

Seel be lenoTeled that a-gonne hiis, 
And ayther foljy other. 

Bote the syke into a spytel-hous 
Entry ther beth mnseles, 

Thanne der the hole naujt 
Ther-ine folwy hiis meles, 

Ne hiis gyfte ; 

Falthe ham nau3t in suche compaigni 
To-gadere be a ny3t. 
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A.nd ine the weddjnge ne gajnet nou5t, 

Tha3 thou the other by-swyke ; 
A^anne them weneth the other be hoi, 

And wedded thane sjke, 

Ne tinde ; 
!Ne beth no thynges bote two 

That oundeth the weddjnge. 

That on hys, wanne he weddeth the thral, 

And weneth the frye take ; 
That other, wanne he weddeth one other 

Thane hys ry3te make, 

By-gyled ; 
The lawe of God ne senteth nou5t 

That man be so by-wyled. 

And 3yf thet one weddeth the thral, 

And weneth the frye weddy, 
And 5yf a spyet that sothe throf, 

And wondeth nau5t to beddy, 

Ine mone ; 
3ef he by wyl serveth that flesche, 

Ryjt party nge worthe hym none. 

And 3yf thy wyf hebbeth a child, 

Wane thou he best for-leye, 

Ne ray3t nau3t weddy that childe 

Eft tha3 that thy wyf deye, 

By lawe ; 
Ne forthe the moder thet hyt beer, 
Ne woldest thou nase y-fa3e. 

f2 
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And yyf thou habbest so a child. 
The lawe y-wryte hyt sede. 

Thy wyf that his thyn 036 flesch 
Dra3eth eke the godesybred, 

Y-mete, 

That by ne may weddy that child, 
Ne fade thet hyt bi-3ete. 

Thet ilke that y-crystned hys 

Ne may weddy by la3e 
Him that hym crystneth, ne hys child, 

Ne wolde nase na5e, 

Ac lete ; 
And eke hem that hym hebbeth so, 

And aUe hare bi-5ete. 

And for the fader and moder 

That hyne flescblyche forthwyseth, 

Grostlyche for hym by-sebbe beth, 
To ham that bine baptizeth, 

And heven ; 

Ther-fore tha3 by ham wedded eft, 
Ne myt so by-leven. 

And ase the gossybrede dra3th 
Ry3t to ous after crystnynge, 

So gossibrede dra3eth eke 
Ry3t after confermyoge, 

By lawe ; 

That so by mo3e hy weddy nau3t, 
Ne wolde hy nase y-na3e. 
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More godsibrede nys ther naujt 

Thane hys y-mene3ed here, 
Godfader wedded godsones child 

Fol wel, my leve fere, 

No senne, 
Neth man and wyf that weddeth ham, 

Grodfader the5 he habbe enne. 

And 3yf a man hebbeth thy child. 

And nau5t bye thyne wyfe. 
Thy wyf may weddy thane man 

Wel after thyne lyre, 

And libbe ; 
And in that cas thou my5t weddy 

To thyne wyfes gossibbe. 

And that lawe for-bode naa3t 

That man and wyf y-mene 
Toe hebbe a childe, 5et scholdy nau5t 

Honestete so 5wene, 

Ne wette, 
Schrewede tonge for te speke 

For sclaunder me schal lette. 

The sibbe mowe to-gadere nau3t, 

Thefoerthe grees wythinne; 
Ne me ne scholle telle the stoke 

That after hym by-genne, 

To telle; 
And 3ef other the fixte of-taketh, 

To gare more hy dwelle. 
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5ef thou mjd word, if tfaet hjs nouthe, 

Aryjt bi-treuthest one, 
Other tha3 thet bi-treuthj hj nau5t, 

And hast flesches mone, 

By lawe, 
Alle here sybbe affinity 

To the for-than schel drawe. 

And thet ine the selve degre 
That hy beth here by sybbe ; 

And 3ef thou weddest eny of ham, 
In inceste scholle ye lybbe 

An erthe ; 

jef hy y-sibbe ine degres 
Ry3t wythinne the ferthe. 

And so drawyth hy affinity 

Wyth alle thyne sibbe, 
Ase thou of hire sibben drajst, 

For-than tha3 hy ne libbe ; 

Wat doth hy3t ? 
Hyt deth the monynge ine flesche, 

The3 ^^^ ^^ wyte ne se hy3t. 

And holy cherche y-hote heth, 

Me schal maky the cryes 
At cherche oppe holy day3es thre 

By-fore the poeple thryes. 

To assaye, 
To sech contrait 3ef me mey 

Of destorber anaye. 
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For erthe the banes j-gred 

He that the treuthe maketh, 
Farth ase he that great work bj-gunth 

And thanne consejl taketh, 

And tethleth; 
Ac mani man that so bj-gunth, 

With grete harme fajleth. 

And tha5 the weddjnge were maked, 

Ase hyt mytte by lawe, 
5et hyt my5t eft be ondo, 

And eft also to-drawe» 

Wet wyse, 
5ef ther ne mey nothere kendelyche 

Do the flesches servyse. 

Thet hys, jef that ere the weddynge 

FoUe that ylke lette, 
That other were so i-let 

To do the flesches dette, 

By kende; 
For 3ef that lettyng velle seth, 

Ne scholde hy noa5t to-wende. 

And tha5 thet on bi-wiched be 

Thanne hy to-gadere come, 
That hy ne my3te don ryjt nau5t, 

Ne asayde nase lome, 

And wolde; 
3et thre jier hy abyde scholde, 

To do ere hi be scholde. 
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And tha3 that serrjse be foul, 
5et hyt hjs tokne of gode ; 

For by5t bj-tokneth the takjnge 
Of oure flesche and blode 

Ine Cryst ; 

No stren may non encressj 
Wjthoute flesches loste. 

And dette hj5t hys in spoused, 
Wanne the other hy3t welde ; 

For 5yf thyt other nolde do, 
Destrayned be he scholde, 

Be rytte, 

To do hyt 3yf that he may, 
The lawe heth the he myjte. 

And tha5 man hath bysemer 
Of seche manere destresse, 

Be hem wel syker hyt hys y-do 
For wel grete godnesse. 

Of Ijrve ; 

For elles nolde the la5e nau5t 
Of suche thynge schryve. 

In spoushod beth godnesse thre, 
Treuthe, strenyg, and signe ; 

Treuthe hys that ther no gile be 
Thourwe spousebreche maligne ; 

Ac, brother, 

That on may spousbreche by-come, 
For defaute of thet other. 
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lEThat other godnesse hjs strenynge, 

Ther me may children wene; 
^And 37f that on thothren wameth hys flescb, 

Ne m75t hj naut strene 

On nette, 
*irho scholde that godnesse be 

Bj-twene ham inlette. 

The thrydde godnesse hjs sacrament. 

That hiis the holy signe 
Of the joynynge of God self 
And holye cherche digne, 

That abayleth; 
And 5yf thothren wamth hys flesch. 
That sacrement hem fayleth. 

By thyse thre hy mo3e i-se 

Wanne hy ine flesche sene5eth. 
Wanne hy wythoute thyse thre 

Wyth fleschlich mone megeth 

Hare other other, 
The more thyt doth, the wors hi beth, 

And God also the lother. 

Ase 3ef hy hy3t my5t wel a-come 

To letten other wyle, 
And lesse do hyt thane hy doth, 

Wythoute otheres peryl 

Ac blondeth. 
And nys non ned wyth foule handlynge 

Other other afondeth. 



3^ av 3e wimieth. ausK-^iKr. 
^S*i 3i;iie huir twdit. 

Spy feftfie. 
CKikezble hx^ aunt ooseic^ 



Ot' God and bolr c b eitLfe , 
Hu&T Ilt QoUe bT ^ood pcir|N6 

Lie hare llesefae wofdie 

Briyd; 
So ferde Harre and Joaeplv 

Bt assent that dene hem hekL 

For ther hre wolde 

In flesch br-leve dene, 
561 ajeyns trenthe nere hjt noujt, 

Ne foTthe a5ejns strene ; 

Hon sdiolde hjjt 
kyt gode pnrpos of strene, 

Bote other of ham wolde hjjt ? 

Ne h75t njs a3eyns sacrement, 
Bj assent tha3 hj be dene ; 

In spOQshotb 5ef hj levies hem. 
And wel libbeth i-mene : 

Wytnesse 

CrjBt and thjs holj saulen eke, 
Al lovieth hem ine dannesse. 
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k. nd 37f bothe belh of god wylle. 

And of assent an emne, 
[?o take to religioan 

And makje a vou solempne, 

Hy mytte 
Cn chastyte for evere mo 

Servy oure Drytte. 

And 3ef that eyther other may 

Kendelyche serve, 
Ne mo3en hy a5eins wyl to go 

Er thane other schal sterve, 

No sauve, 
Bote 5ef that on for-houred be, 

He may departyng have. 

And jef hy so departed be, 

Chastite he mote take, 
So longe ase thothres lyf y-lest, 

That whas hys ryjt make, 

Nyst gabbe, 
3ef he other thane hy for-lyth, 

A3en a schel hys habbe. 

Tha3 hy mysdede, 3et and be wyle 

Eft a3eyii he msy eraire, 
Tha3 ther soefa a departpige be^ 

And hiis wyf a^eyn hare^ 

And ndt^Atit; 
Tha3 by wjdis^de byt Of^enly^ii^^ 

And i^^B eone aoUe. 
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Ac understond for thet hOTdom 
That maketh thes to strjve. 

That eche hordom ne parteth naajt 
The man al fram hiis wyf ; 

NoQ lestne, 

3ef the other othren so bj-swjketh, 
Ne m03e hj noQ3t ommestne. 

Ne thaj a wyf by-gyled be 

Of another by wrake, 
And weneth wel to for-leye be 

Of hyre ry3tte make ; 

5et more, 
Tha3 hy ben strengthe be for-leye, 

Takth he nau3t houre lore. 

Ne 3ef thon thother profreth 
Wyth any other to beddy, 

And ne 3ef the on welnith this otherei 
And he another weddeth, 

Tha3 come ; 

The make a3en ne schelde hy be 
To do for hordome. 

Ac het nou ounderstand for ham 
That gooth a pylgrymage, 

On wenddeth, the other abyde schel. 
Wet other passeth age, 

By kende, 

Other wat that ther be of hys death 
Ry3t god and certayn mende. 
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-Ajid jjf man halt ase hjs wyf 

After the gelt hys spouse, 
Iha^ he bj hjre ne ligge noujt, 

Other halt hjs ine hys house, 

In tome, 
^e schal hj naujt departed be 

Fram hjm for hordome. 

The signe hjs of the sacrement. 

The treuthynge wel couthe, 
Other comthej signe of thet asent 

Wyth worde that hiis nouthe. 

And dygne ; 
Thynges ther beth her mo than on 

Onder thys ylke signe. 

Thet o thyng hys thet hoi assent 

By-tuixte man an wyf, 
Wat bynding hys of the spousehoth 

To helde to ende of lyf, 

And, brother, 
Thys ilke thynge a signe hys eke 

Of thyng to-forin another. 

And that thynge hys ase ich seyde her, 

Tho ich her-an gan worche. 
The holy joynynge of God self 

And of al holy cherche, 

In tome, 
Of spouhoth thys aneyment 

Louketh 30U for hordome, 
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Tbo aejnt Jobas ine Ae .^okafips 

Se5 prnveeftea of hevoie. 
He se3 a boke was fast i-aeiiet 

W jth strong lokes aef^^stt, 

A woodi^ ; 
Ne h J mjytj no man ondo 

Aboye in herene and onder. 

And the that seint Johan jse^ tiiat, 
Wei sore he gan to wepe ; 

The sejde an angel, ^ Wep dioa novjt, 
Ac take wel gode kepe, 

Thys sygne. 

That holj lambe that sla3en 1^ 
To ondo hjt hys wel dygne.** 

Thys ylke boke the mystikys 

Of these sacrementis, 
That were i-schet fram alle men, 

Wat God himself out sent hys, 

To tounne ; 
For be thou syker hy were in Grod, 

Er than the worlde by-gounne. 

For ase he wyste wel 

We scholde be by-gyled, 
So ever wyste he that the feend 

Scholde a3en be by-wyled, 

Thorj Cryste ; 
Ac he hyt hadde wel priv6 

For Saternases lyste. 
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^1 what OS com thet ilke lambe, 

Jhesiis that was j-slawe, 
iThat onne schette the queynte loken. 

That spek of the aide kwe, 

And sevene. 
So kedde out th jse sacremens 

Bj-nethe and hove in hevene. 

The ferste loke oneleke Jhesus, 

Ase he wel coude and in75te, 
Tho Njchodemns to hjm come 

At one tyme by nyjte. 

To lemy ; 
And he ondede hjm cristendom, 

No lenge he nolde hjt demy. 

That lok onlei^e of confermynge 

Ther hiis apostles leye 
Slepynde tho that of ham bed 

Aryse for to preye, 

Amonge, 
That hy ne voile into fondynge. 

Ac that hye weren stronge. 

The thrydde loke onleke Jhesus 

Ther he set atte sopere, 
Tho he sacrede hys flesche and blod, 

Ase ich 30U seyde hyt here, 

So holde, 
In foarme of bred and eke of wyn 

That we hyt notye scholde. 
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And tho Peter in 036 nyjt 
Thryes hedde hyne for-sake, 

And he by-held hyne ther a-set 
Ryjt atte hys pynyng-stake, 

Nem kepe, 

Ther he onleke penaunce loke, 
Tho Peter gan vor to wepe. 

The fyjte that hys elyynge, 
Cryst onleke to oure wayne, 

Tho hand and fet and al hys lymes 
I-persed were ine payne, 

Ene helede, 

For al the formes of oure lemes, 
Anon so be we anelede, 

The syxte onleke swete Jhesus, 
Of ordre nothynge orne, 

Tho he a-veng for oure love 
The eroune of scharpe thomes ; 

Wei wyde 

Ondede the loke of ry3t spousynge 
The wounde onder hys syde. 

For ase wymman com of the ryb 
Of the mannes ryjt syde, 

So holyche spouse of God 

Sprange of thane wonden wyde ; 

Nou leste, 

Hou that was hed conseyl ine God, 
Sprounge hiis out at hys brest. 
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^ou, Lord, that coudest maky open, 

Thet no man coude oneschette. 
And canste wel schetten thet hy be open 
That none other man derte 

To hopye, 
So graunte ous thjne sacremens. 
That non errour ne ous ascapye ; 

And that we hys mote a-redy have. 

Lord, her at oure nede. 
That no devejl ne acombry ous. 

Lord, thou hyjt ham for-bede, 

Amonge ; 
And for the tokene that we neme, 

Lat ouse thy holy dole fonge. Amen. 



^retis pro anima domini JVillelmi de Schorham^ 
^^Tuiam vicarii de Chart juxta LedeSy qui composuit 
^<*m compilacionem de septem sacramentis. 
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Pater nosier. Domine^ labia mea aperies, 

Thou opene myne lyppen, Lord, 
Let felthe of senne out wende ; 

And mj mouthe wjth wel god acord 
Schel thjiie worschypynge sende. 

Deus, in adjutorium meum intetide, 

Vaderis wyt of heve an-hej, 

Sothnesse of oure Diyjte, 
God and man j-take was 

At matyn-tyde by nyjte. 
The disciples that were his, 

Anone hy hyne for-soke, 
I-seld to Gywes and by-traid, 

To pyne hyne toke. 

Adoramus te, Christe, et benedicamus tibiy etc. 

We the honrethy Jhesu Cryst, 
And blesseth ase thou os toujtest ; 

For thourj thy crouche and passyon 
Thys wordle thou for-boujtest. 

Oremus, Domine Jhesu Criste, 

We the byddeth, Jhesu Cryst, 

Godes son a-lyve, 
Sete on crouche pyne and passyoun, 

And thy dethe that hys ryve ; 
Gode atende to my socour, 

Lorde, hyje, and help me fyjte ! 



^etc- 
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^Sirlorje to the Fader and Sone, 

And to the Gost of mjjtte ; 
^Ase hyt was ferst and hiis. 

And sehal evere-more be wyth ryjte. 
^jtuext ous and jugement 

That no fend ous ne schende, 
INou, ne wanne the tjme comthe 

Thet we scholle hennes wende. 
And 5 jf the lyves mysse and grace. 

The dede redand and reste, 
Holj cherche acord and pajs 

Ous glorje and Ijf that beste ; 
That levest and regnest wjth the Fader 

Ther never njs no pyne, 
And also wjth the Holy Goste, 

Evere wythoute fyne. Amen. 

^ -^ve Maria, gratia plena, Daminus tecum ; bene- 
^^ tUy etc. 

O swete levedy, wat they was wo, 

Tho Jhesus by-come in ome ; 
For drede tho the blodes dropen 

Of swote of hym doun ome. 
And, levedy, the was wel wors, 

Tho that thou se5e in dede 
Thy leve childe reulyche y-nome 

And ase a thef forthe lede. 
And ase he tholede thet for ous, 

Levedy, wythoute sake, 
Defende ous wanne we dede betbe. 

That noe fende ous ne take. g 2 
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Paternoster. Gody atente to my socour. Lore 
etc, DeuSy adjutorium meum, Domine^cLd, Hora 
At prime Jhesus was i-led 

To-fore sjre Pylate, 
Thar wytnesses false and fele 

By-lowen hyne for hate. 
In thane nekke hj hene smjte, 

Bonden hjs honden of myjtte ; 
Bj-spet hym that sw... semblant 

That hevene and erthe a-lyjte. 

Adoramus te, Christe, We the honouret 
Ave, Jhesu Christe, We the biddeth, Jhesu 
Ave Mariay etc, 

O swete levedj, wat the was wo 

A Gode Frydayes in orthe, 
Tho al the nyjt y-spende was 

In swete Jhesues sorwe. 
Thou seje hyne hyder and thyder y-catt 

Fram Pylate to Herode ; 
So me bete hys bare flesche, 

That hyjt arne alle a-blode. 
And ase he tholede that for ous, 

Levedy, withoute crye, 
Schelde ous wanne we deade beth 

Fram alle feenden mestrye. 

Pater noster, Deus, in adjutorium, God, 
to tny socour, Crucifige, etc, 

Crucyfige I crucifige I 
Gredden hy at ondre ; 
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A pourpre cloth hi dede hjm on, 

A scome an hjm to wondre. 
Hj to-steke hjs swete hefed 

Wyth one thornene coroune ; 
Toe Calvarye his crouche ha beer 

Wei reuliche oujt of the toune. 

-^^^amus te. We the honour eth^ Jhesu Cry si. Ut 
^**cta, Domine Jhesu Christe. We the byddethy Jhesu 
^^^st Ave Maria, etc. 

O swete lavedj, wat the was wo 

Tho that me Jhesus demde, 
Tho that me oppone hjs swete body 

The hevye crouche semde ! 
To here hyt to Calvary 

I-wys hyt was wel wery, 
For so to-bete and so to-boned, 

Hyjt was reweleche and drery. 
And alse he tholede that for ous, 

Levedy, a thysse wyse, 
I-schelde ous, wanne we dede beth, 

Fram alle fendene jewyse. 

-t)eus, in adjutorium, Gode, atende to my socour. 
^ter noster, Hora sexta. 

On crouche y-nayled was Jhesus 

Atte sixjte tyde, 
Stronge theves hengen hy on 

Eyther half hys sede. 
Ine hys pyne hys stronge therst 

Sthanchede hy wyth 3alle ; 
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So that €k>des holj lombe 
Of senne wesche ous alle. 



Adoramus ie, Christe, We the hanoureth. 
Cry St. OremuSy Dondne Jhesu Christe, 
biddethy Jkesu Cryst Ave MariOy gratia plen 

O swete levedj, wat the was wo 

Tho thy chyld was an-honge, 
I-tached to the harde tre 

Wjth nayles gret and longe ! 
The Gywes gradden, " com adoun,** 

Hy neste way y mende, 
For thrau ha thole to be do 

To deth for mankende. 
And ase he henge, levedy, for ous, 

A-heye oppon the huHe, 
I-scheld ous wane we deade ben, 

That we ne hongy in helle. Amen. 

Pater noster, Deus^ in adfutorium, God, 
to my socour. Lord, hy^e^ etc. Hora nona, 

Atte none Jhesu Cryst 

Thane harde death felde ; 
Ha grade " Hely" to hys fader, 
t The soule he gan op-jelde. 

A knijt wyth one scharpe spere 

Stange hyne i tho ryjt syde ; 
Therthe schoke, the sonne dym by-com€ 

In thare tyde. 
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^^oramus te. We the honourethy Jhesu Cryste. 
^Mine Jhesu Christe, We the biddeth^ Jhesu Cryste, 
^'^ Maria, gratia plena, etc. 

O swete levedjr, wat the was wo 

Tho Jhesus dejde on rode ! 
The crouche and the ground onder hjm 

Bj-bled was mjd his blode. 
That swerde persed thyne saule tho, 

And so hyt dede wel ofter, 
That was thy sorwe for thy child, 

Dethe adde be wel softer. 
And ase he tholed thane deth, 

Levedy, for oure mende, 
Schulde ous wane we dede beth, 

Fram deth wythouten ende. Amen. 

Pater noster. DeuSj in adjutorium. God, attende 
o my socour. Lord, hi^e, etc. De crtiee deponitur. 
^ora, etc. 

Of the crouche he was do 

At eve-sanges oure ; 
The strengthe lefte lotede ine Gk)d 

Of oure Sauveoure. 
Suche death a under-jede, 

Of lyf the medicine, 
Alas ! hi was y-leyd adoun 

The croune of blysse in pyne. 

Adoramus te. We the honoureth, Jhesu Crist. 



> 
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Ave Jketu Christe. We the biddeih, Jhesu 
Ave Maria f gratia plena. 

O swete levedy, wat the was wo 

Tho Cryst was do of rode ! 
For ase a mesel ther he laj, 

A-stonned in spote and blode, 
For-bere wepjmg ne myjt hy 

That seje al hou thoa weptyst ; 
Al hy the se5e of hym blody, 

So ofte thoa hine by-cleptysL 
And ase he tholede the fylthe. 

For felthe of oure sennes, 
Helpe ous, levedy, we clene be, 

Wanne we scholle wende hennes. Amen 



Pater noster, etc, DeuSj ac^utarium. God, 
to my socour, etc, Lordj hi^e, etc. Hora complector^^^ 

At complyn hyt was y-bore 

To the beryynge, 
That noble corps of Jhesu Cryst, 

Hope of lives comynge. 
Wei richeleche hit was anoynt, 

Folfeld hys holy boke ; 
leh bydde, lord, thy passioun 

In myne mend loke. 

Adoramus te. We the honoiireth, Jhesu Cri 
Domine Jhesu Christe, We byddethy Jhesu Cry. 
Ave Mariay gratia plena : etc, 

O swete levedy, was the was wo, 
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And drerj was thy mone, 
Tho thou seije thy lefe sone 

I-bered under the stone ! 
That thou wystest thourj thy feyth 

A-ryse that he scholde, 
A drery fayth hyt was to the 

That he lay under molde. 
And ase he was four ous y-bered, 

And a-ros thourwe hys myjtte, 
Help ous, levedy, a domes-day, 

That wey a-ryse mytte the, levedy brjrtte. 
Amen. 

Thyse oures of the canoune. 

Lord, moneje ich the wel fayre, 
"yVyth wel grejt devocioun 

A reyson debonayre ; 
And ase thou tholedest lor forme 

Ope Calvaryes doune, 
So acordaunt to thy travayl, 

Lord, graunte me thy coroune. Amen. 
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De decern preceptis. 

The man that Grodes hestes halt, 

And that myd gode wjlle, 
And naujt one by-fore men, 

Ac both loud and stille, 
Meche hys the mede that hym worthe^ 

By 80 that he na drylle ; 
5ef he hys breketh and so by-loefth, 

Hys sauylle schal he spylle. 
5ef thou hys halst man, God the seithe^ 

Ha wole be the so kende, 
He wole be fo to thyne fon. 

And frend to thyne frende. 
Hye the mys-doth, ham wyle mys-do, 

And have thys ine thyne mende ; 
Hys angel schal to-forthe go 

To wyte the fram the fende. 
Thyne sustenaunce thou schel have, 

Thy3 naujt a-lyve delyce, 
Ac mete and clothes renableliche, 

And lyf ine herte blysce. 
Thaj folke the heelde a nice man, 

Ther-fore nert thou naujt nyce ; 
I-likned worth thy gode loos 

So swete so the spyce. 
Thef the that art a crystene man 

Wei hy healde by-falleth, 
Syker thou my3t be of that lond 

Thar melke and hony walleth. 
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That hys the blysse of hevene above, 

Thar holy soulen stalleth ; 
Ine glorye ther none ende nys, 

Ne none swetnesse appalleth. 
To wyte thanne wat God ha3t, 

Is eche man wel y-halde, 
Throf ich may telle ase ich wot, 

Ase other men me tealde, 
And ase hyt hys in holye boke 

I-wryten ine many a felde ; 
Lestneth to mey par charyte^ 

Bothe 5onge and ealde. 
thynge hyt hys al that God hat, 

Bote a-two he hyjt dy3te. 
And that hys love, mlkn, syker thou be, 

To lovye wyth thy myjt. 
Thou ert y-helde, man, ther-to 

Bye skele and eke by ryjtte ; 
Thou thenke her-on par charyte, 

By dayes and eke by ny3tte. 
Thys love G^d heth y-di3t a-tuo 

Amange hiis hostes alle. 
The ferste hys for to lovye God. 

By-falle what so falle ; 
Seththe to lovye alle men. 

So brothren scholde ine haile, 
Wythouten byternesse of mode 

That hiis thare saule galle. 
The man that healdeth thys two, 

Of charyte the heastes, 



92 POKMS OF WILLIAM DB SHOREHAM. 

Al he folveth the Uwe of Grode 

And prophetene gestes. 
Ac Usse love ther hjs wjth men 

Thane be wjth wylde bestes. 
That doth that manje j-schodred ben 

Fram heTene-iyche festes. 
Ten hestes haveth j-hote God, 

Ase Holj Wiyt ous tealde, 
O the two tablettes of ston 

Wyth hys fynger bealde. 
He hjs wrot Mojses bj-toke 

Wjlom b J dajes ealde. 
To ¥rjse man boa schal wel 

These ten hestes bealde. 
In ston ich wot that he bjs wrot, 

In tokne of sjkernesse, 
That we that wole j-saved be. 

The more and eke the lesse, 
Bj-hoTeth that he bealde hj 

Wyth al bys bysynysse. 
Alias ! feawe thencheth ther-on, 

Th a wykkednesse. 

Yet o table hedde thry 

Of tliyse hestes tene. 
The thri longeth to love of Grode, 

Ase byjt schel wel be sene ; 
The seven longet to love of man, 

That none scholde wene, 
Ine thother table sete tho 
To-gadere and al y-mene. 
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SoDDiy thou schelt enne God, 

Hym one to by-knowe ; 
Take naujt hys name in jdelschepe, 

Wyth ydel wynde to blowe ; 
Hal3e thou the masse-day, 

Ase he comthe in the rewe. 
In these thre the love of God schewy hit, 

Were hyt hys to sewe. 
Worschipe thy fader and moder eke ; 

Ne brynge no man of lyve ; 
Do the to none lecherye, 

Thaj the foundyngge dryve ; 
Wytnesse vals ne here thou non ; 

Of thefthe thou ne schryve ; 
Coveyte none mannes wyf, 

Ne naujt of hys for-stry ve. 
Thys bethe the sevene that love of man 

Schewe what hyjt be scholde. 
3ef eny man fayleth eny of thys, 

Nys hy3t bote an on holde ; 
Ac al to fewe lovyth ham, 

And wylleth that other wolde. 
Alas I wat schal be hare red, 

Wanne hy beth under molde ? 
Ac many man desceyved hys, 

And weneth that he hys helde ; 
And weyneth that he be out of peryl, 

Other ine senne so sehealde, 
That hym ne douteth of no breche 

Of Godes hestes healde. 
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Ac he not nefer wat by beeth, 

Ne never hj ne tealde. 
I-¥rr7te hyt hj&, ich telle h75t the, 

Ine the boke of Wysdome, 
That eche man scholde conne hj, 

And rekeny wel y-lome, 
And that hj nere nanjt fo]>5ete, 

Wane othere thou5tes come. 
Tjs f jngres scolde man bynde hy, 

For doute of harde dome. 
For mannes honden and hys fet 

Beret tokene wel gode 
Of alle the tenne comaundemens, 

That man thyt cmderstonde. 
Ten fyngres and ten thine tone, 

Of flesche and bon and blode, 
Tokneth that thyne worked ne be 

Ajeyns the hestes for broade. 
3et som man hiis that passioon lyche 

Can telle hy myd the beste, 
Ac me hys dedes nares he, 

Ase he naujt of hem neste. 
And 5et hym thingth that he both wel, 

And for to come to reste ; 
Ac al desceyved schel he be, 

Wanne cometh the grete enqueste. 
Here-fore nys hyjt nau5t y-nou3 

To telle hy ne vor to conne. 
And telle and werche wel ther-by, 

Thanne hys hyjt alle y-wonne. 
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For wel to conne and nau5 no don, 

Nys nather rawe ne j-sponne ; 
Lytel hiis worth bote hyt endy 

Wel thjnge that hiis wel bj-gonne. 
They hyt be wel lyttelyche y-sed, 

The ferste heste a-rowe, 
For to honoury anne God, 

Hym one to by-knowe, 
Thenche thou most wel bysyly, 

And thy wy3t thran by-stowe, 
And bydde hym that thou hyt mote do 

Wel myldelyche a-knowe. 
For thou ne myjt hytte nefere do, 

Man, wel wythoute grace ; 
So heth thys wordle bounde the 

Wyth here lykynges .... 
Ther-fore the by-hoveth Godes helpe, 

That he hyt wolde arace. 
So that thou ne teldest no woi*th 

Of blandynge face. 
For 3yf thy wyl rejoth more 

In enyes kennes thynges, 
Be-hy3t the childe, other thy best. 

Land, brouches, other ryngeth ; 
Other ajt elles, wat so hyt be. 

Bote yne God that hys kynge of kynges, 
Thou ne anourest najt God a-ryjt, 

Ac dest is onderlynges. 
By-lef thou in no wychecraft, 

Ne ine none teliinge, 
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Ne forthe inne none jmage self, 

Thaj that be great botninge ; 
Bote as al holj cherche the tek, 

Thou make thyne worthynge. 
For Gode nele naujt that thou hjt do, 

Bote by there wyssynge. 
Thanne asay thyn oje tho3t 

By thysser ylke speche, 
And 3yf thou aunourest God a-ryjt, 

Thyne inwit wyle the teche, 
And 3yf thou fynst that thou ne dest, 

Amende, ich the by-seche ; 
Thou ert a sot, and myjt do bet, 

And so si3st yn the smeche. 
That other heste apertelyche 

Schewed mannes defaute, 
Wanne he aldey swereth ydelleche. 

In kebbynge and in caute. 
Mechel hys that he maketh hym 

Her efterward to tenty, 
Wenne he schal hys acountes 3yve 

Of ech idel sente. 
Thenne ne couthe ich nanne red 

Of thylke acountes oure, 
Nere the milse and merci of God self 

Oure alder auditour. 
That wolle the arerages for-3eve, 

3ef hyt hys to hys honoure. 
Ac cesse, man, of thy ydelschop. 

Other ich wole out wel soure. 



POEMS OF WILLIAM DE SUORBHAM. 97 

The thrydde heste aperteljche 

Scheweth wyth wjkked rote, 
Wanne thou halst thy masse-daj, 

As Grod hjt hath j-hote ; 
Ac werkest other werke dest 

Werkes that beth to note, 
The wjkkede ensample that thou jefst, 

Thou abejst, ich the by-hote. 
And that thou ne werche naujt, 

Ac gest to pyne gloutynge, 
Other in eny other folke 

In pleye of thretynge. 
Thou halst wel wors thane masse-day, 

Thane manne myd hys workynge ; 
Thare-fore to the al y-hoUiche 

That day to holy thynge. 
The feste heste scheweth the 

That thye senne schal slethe, 
3yf thou rewardest thyne eldrynges naujt 

A-lyve and eke a-dethe ; 
That were wel besy to brynge the forthe, 

As hy my3ten onnythe, 
5yf thou hy gna3St and flagjst eke, 

Ry5t hys that fendes fleathe. 
Naujt nys thys heste y-hote of Grod 

For suche eldren allone ; 
Ac hys of mannes eldren eke, 

Ase he te5t atte font-stone. 
Ther hoJy cherche thy moder hys. 

And fader in Cristes mone ; 

H 
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jef tboa eit onbozoai to b jre, 

Gnoe of God ne wortbe the noo^ 
Tlie fyfte heete scbeiredi the 

That thoa ne tdialt nan jt sm jte^ 
Ne navjt ne o js-segge ne m js-do^ 

Ne naojt fonks he atwjte. 
For oAe the nanneB ae^te aiyft, 

Were man hjjt weneth wel Ijtd; 
And he that spOleth manneslj^ 

Tenjoiinse hjt sAd awjte. 
And ^ ther hjB man^slej the pur, 

As 008 tdkth holj boke, 
5jf enj man fer defante dejthy 

And enj hjm for-soke 
To helpe h jm of that he may, 

Hjs Ijf to saTe and loke, 
Her dere 50* acoseth fele, 

That God and arthe tooke. 
And jet seint Johan the wangeljst 

Al into mende draj^h. 
He that hatjeth enj man. 

He seche that he hjm sla^e. 
Man je soche man-^lej then beth. 

That al daj men fbr-gnajetb. 
And sweche beth in belle depe 
That dcTelen al to-draweth. 
The sixte heste scheweth wel 
The sothe to al mankenne, 
The dede y-do in lecheiy 
Hjs rj5t a dedleche aenne. 
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And elles nere fajjt naojt 

For-bode mmange the hestes temie ; 
Tbe thmt aeggeth hyt ■ ji oaajt, 

So hare w jjt hj^ ml to theme. 
Her hjs fbr-bode g^oteeje, 

So ich the bj-hole ; 
For ich WMjaeeth lec^erye, 

Ase fer the broades hote. 
And thm5 ther be alone kmpiTi^ 

In lecherjee rote, 
Al hjt destrueth charjt^, 

Wjth wnke and w jth threte. 
The sevende heste achewed wel 

Man schal be tme in dede. 
That no man abbe of the otheres naut, 

Thor3 thefte wyckerede. 
For al hj8 thefte that man te5t 

M jd wjl of wjm jnghede, 
A5ens the lyjt ajeres wjl. 

So lawe y-wryte hyt sede. 
Thanne hys hyt a thef, wo so hyt be, 

That manne god so taketh. 
Be hy3t by gyle other mestiy, 

Other wordes that he craketh. 
In londe snche his many a thef 

That y-now hym maketh ; 
He wenth by chere of jugement, 

Ac helle after hym waketh. 
The ejtende heste the for-bed 

The ffalse wytnessynge ; 

h2 



PUCKi OV WlLLUkM DC 

Jkal tbst Iiy% BBiif ^kcr 



Ta hezoET in. bodr 

Otber in. ^s aofe;^ and tbai kjs wont, 

la p^^ £br to iKjugiE. 
AI kft kjs aoae tfau ne 

Bote ditf Ben le5tk fer 
Ri^t de a Jitdbe senne n js tbai nai^ 

For m jideoieBe of Bode^ 
Ac eik% WHi» al ^nt dfeOB kgst 

Is demdi&k ad fcr-farode, 
Tko tket k J5t osetk, ick wot h j beik 

Unwyaer tkjoe tke wode. 



Tkat tk jse kestea kealde ; 
Afle k J b^k j-tomed to lesjngef 

Tbes jonge and eke tkes olde. 
Tker-to kjs moitaiJiiiDce great, 

Tkat maketk kj wd bealde ; 
Do 3e iiaii5t sot, par ekaryte^ 

Ac 50ore tongen je wealde. 
Tke ne5eiide keste tke for-bed 

Tkat W7I to leckerye ; 
And to sponsbrecke nameleckey 

Tkat 80 medie h js to glje, 
Thanne njs hyt naajt one dealycke 

Swych dede to complje, 
Ac y» that voule wyl also 

To swyche fylenye. 



PO£MS OF WILLIAM DB SHORKHAM. 101 

The tethe heste the fo[r]-bet, 

Wjl tou other manne tbjnge, 
For that desturbet charyte, 

In onde man to brjnge. 
Defendeth 50U, for Godes love, 

Fram alle wykked wyllynge j 
For suche wyl hys for dede i-set 

In Godes knelechynge. 
Nou ich 50U bydde, for the blode 

That Jhesus blede on the rode, 
That into herte taketh thys two 

To 30ure soule fode ; 
And fo3eth nau5t in thys wordle 

The yyle commune floude, 
That fleuth into the fendes mouthe ; 

And so seithe Jop the gode. Amen. 



^ 
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[Z>6 septem mortalibus peocatitJ] 

Senne maketh many thral. 

That scholde be wel fry ; 
And senne maketh many fal, 

That he ne mote i-thy. 
Senne bryngeth man a-doun, 

That scholde sate a deys ; 
Senne maketh storbylon, 

Thar scholde be godes peays. 
Senne maketh by-wepe 

That som man er by-k)3 ; 
Senne bryngeth wel depe 

That hym wel hy3e droj. 
Senne hys swete and lyketh, 

Wanne a man hi deth, 
And al so soure hy bryketh, 

Wane he venjaunce y-seth. 
Senne maketh nywe schame, 

Tha3 hy for-3ete be ; 
And senne bryngeth men in grame, 

Thar er was game and gle. 
And senne maketh al the who 

That man an erthe hath ; 
And bryngeth mannes saule also 

In belles voule breth. 
And they man be fram helle y-wered 

Thourj repentaunce here, 
3et ne may nau3t some man be spared 

Fram purgatories fere, 
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That he ne schel soffrj ther hyg who, 

As he hiis here atenkt, 
And her njs fer namore ther -to, 

Thanne hjs fer dereynt. 
Ac purgatorie and helle hj beth 

So lyte by-leved, 
That what somevere men telleth, 

Beth throf al adeved. 
Hem wolde doutj more 

A Ijtel pyne her, 
Thane havi wolde al that sore, 

And on y-sely fer. 

Ac hwo 805 ^^^^ ®^7 

That hedde of senne glye. 
For bond other for pejne, 

That he ne changede hjs blje, 
Wyth schame and eke wyth schonnde, 

Wyth sorje and eke wjth who, 
And that was ked in londe 

By some naajt fern ago. 
Thanne ich may wyssy ase ich can, 

I miself tha5 ich be spreth, 
That bote thou wylle wondy, man, 

Thy pyne after thy deth, 
Wonde the 8or3e that hys her, 

Foljende after thy queed. 
And 3et the tyt the lasse fer, 

Whanne the faith to be dead. 
Whanne thou scholdest 8ene5y, 

By-thenche, leve frend, 
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Aad th^ At flescfa the me&ejj, 

TW woniie odfter the fend, 
Br-theoehe hoa schort hjs the lykjnge^ 

And hoa the schaine hjs stronge, 
And hoa thoa weryest tfaime k jnge 

Of herene wrth di j wronge. 
Thi5 nnn mo 50 thor5 hjs redone, 

T woCe, wume he m j9-deth ; 
jef ther hj-hoTeth gre^ sarmone 

To hame that kwed bethe ; 
For feawe of ham conne tlie skele 

HoQ senne aboate cometh, 
And that acombredi swjthe fele 

That none kepe nometh. 
Ther-fore dijs tale rjraeth 

Hon men in senne beth, 
And hoo senne bj-ljmeth 

Than that to senne hjm deth. 
Ther-fore neme je kepe 

Al boa the senne sjt, 
That je ne £ille to depe, 

For wane of 50ure wyt, 
Noa Ijst boa man hys boun<Ie 

Wytb senne swytbe stronge, 
And boa be beretb death wounde, 

And fenym tbare amonge. 
The wonde sweltb an aketb 

So doth the naddre stenge, 
And gret and gretter maketb, 

And feltbe make threnge. 
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I-wounded was mankeode 

After that hy was wro3t, 
Thor5 the neddre the feend. 

That hj heth al thorj soujt. 
Thorwe the fenjm of senne, 

That al mankende slakth, 
Nes noD dou that kenne 

That that fenjm ne taketh. 
And that fenym was ferst j-kast 

On Eve and on Adam, 
And so forthe thenne hyt her y-lest, 

Ase kenne of 3erneth yne man. 
So hy5t nys nau5t senne lyas, 

That child that haveth lyf, 
Y-bore other onbore was, 

Bote erystnynge breketh that stryf. 
Oryginale thys senne hys eleped, 

For man of kende hjt taketh syn ; 
Ry3t so hys al mankende a-merred, 

Thorj the route of fenym. 
That doth that mannes body y-bered, 

Nys bote a lyte slym. 
Her-uppe y-tho3t hath meny a man, 

And i-sed many a foul, 
That onwyslyche God ous by-gan, 

And hys red was to coul. 
That let man to suich meschyf, 

That myjte hyt habbe undo. 
Ac 3ef thou wolt by gode lef, 

Thenche thou namore so. 
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X* Tekbe li jt MNi^l to djpje a^eii. 

We soetk vd kjt kys tlioas; 
God «o wBtwjtt omtt won 

Xo 1 M^ i ih m aik y ugt to oq6> 
For «« fljuiomfc i^cjn bjm, 

Cwcbded kU he be» 
DkiHie aujlt, oc kqw ajiii. 

Wo tkut aid i^o kjB he. 
W«t hdpih hjt the cnkke, 

IWt hjs to fehhe j-do^ 
A^ the crokkere to bnkke, 

Wj sftdeic thoa wot bo? 



TVm proud cvthe of kmipet, 
be fehhe tho« aehelt Ijgge, 
TVMcrt BftDjtelkBii^ 
Rrp 90 mj God ansvefje the, 

Waane thou hjm atwyst, 
Wat he^iche h jt so wran to be, 

Waime thoo wyth Gode dijBt? 
I>oiiaii5t do^ ac wuertjcrje. 

That the trde wors ; 
For soiche al da j wnt maj j-oe 

Encresseth here con. 
Ac be thou wei, man, be the wo, 

Of gode ne td thoo nanjt Ijtel; 
For sjker be that he iet do. 
He let h Jt do wjth r75te. 
Swech ryjt scheaweth wyth 
God above, the hyjt be hyd fram the; 
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Thenche namore for Godes love 

So heje prjveCe. 
Ac thench tfaoo nut bote esche. 

And 80 thon loje the ; 
And bjde €rod that he wedche 

The felthe that hjs in the. 
And thj5 thoa hmge ahyde, 

Ne atwyt hym iiaa5t thj who ; 
Ac tyde the what bj-tyde, 

Thoo thenke hjm evere ma 
And so soum graee the bj-tyde, 

Ac elles the h j for-gest ; 
For Grod wjthstondeth hjm that chyt 

And a3e Crod wrest, 
Ase he wjthatent the prooden, 

And mjld grace sent 
To libbe amange the looden, 

Wenne other beth i-schent. 
Noo we seeth wel hoo hjrt js 

Of thane oryginal ; 
Nou lest ou man do amys 

Thor3 hys 03ene gale. 
Thys senne cometh naujt of thy ken, 

Ac thyself ech deL 
Tho seggeth thys leredemen, 

And clypyeth hyt accoel. 
Thys manere senne nys naa5t ones, 

Ac hys i-schyt in thry. 
In thou5t, in speche, in dede amys, 

Thys may ech man y-sy. 



I 
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He that ne tlijiiketh nuijt bote wd, 

And spekedi and doth al rpf^ 
The mail hjs a^ere of aecnd, 

Ac he h js here ao bfjjL 
Ho hjs he that al beth wel. 

The tho5te8 that he kakthe? 
And who hjs that spoke aeheal 

A-r75t al that he s^AsAkl 
And wo hjs he that al newe deth 

Wdaldiathedeth? 
No man, no man, ac ni5t and da j 

Th JS men bj-ao jled beth. 
So as h J beth moi ase we aeeth 

W jth sennes al thoi3 therled, 
Man J js the senne that me doth. 

In tal the wjde wofdle. 
Of senne ich wot bj th jae ackjle. 

That ther hiis wel great host ; 
And for the fend i-mut so fele, 

Ther-of hjs alle hjs host. 
And he arajeth hare trome 

As me arejt men in fj3t ; 
For he sjkth gode theawes 

Some a3ene8 ham j-dj3t. 
And ase Grod djst theawes 

In alle gode men. 
The feend arajeth the schreawes 

In wjkken ther-a5en. 
Thjs hjs that fj3t an erthe 

That al w jnth, other lest ; 
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And ase the fy^;ttete hjs worthe. 

The cfaevetejn hjm chest. 
Ac cheveteyii of senne 

Ich wot that the fend h js ; 
F<nr wyse and aDe kenne 

Arajes hys amjs. 
And ase there in batajlle 

O kjnge bereth the beeth ; 
Soe hyt were a gret fajUe, 

3ef the host were eni he5. 
Ther-fore me maketh prjnses 

The host to govemi ; 
And ase who welen the linses 

To-gadere heldeth hj. 
And ase al that hys here 

B J soTe da3es geth ; 
Of senne alle manere 

Seve develen prynces beth. 
That thene certeygne, 

That Cryst kest oot hyt seyth, 
Of Marie Maodeleyne, 

That goospel that ne weyth. 
The ferst pryns hys prede, 

That ledeth thane floke. 
That of alle othere onlede 

Hys rote and eke stoke. 
For nys non of the syxe 

That hy ne cometh of thane, 
For myx of alle myxe 

In hevene by by-gan. 
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Tor dedes that he wroate 

Wanne menne hy3t mytte se ? 
Who hys that never ho5the droj 

To-ward hys that was ? 
Ho hys never ne kedde W03 

In boste to hys sugges ? 
Ho neth wyth pompe y-schewed hym 

5et other thane he was ? 
Nou ypocresy kepe nym 

Regneth, hyt nys no leas. 
Ho yst that never was y-blent 

Wyth non surquydery ? 
That hys wanne a proud man 

Heth y-ment other thane hyt schel by. 
Wo that never ne dede thous 

He wole prede by-fle3 ? 
3ef that kebbede eny of ous, 

Ich wo3t wel that he le3. 
The man the hym wole afayty 

Of prede that hys so he3y 
Fol wel he mo3t hys we3rti 

Bothe fer and ne3. 
For 3ef he let to nothe 

That he ne awayteth hy, 
Ich segge hym wel to sothe, 

That ry3t proud schel he be. 
For prede hys a senne of herte, 

And bounte scheweth hy, 
Wyth kebbynges aperte 

And weddynge manyable. 
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Thor^ dedes of boetjiige» 

And atjr stent mod saj. 
And other sodie th jnges 

That men nsjeth al day. 
That other feend of onde 

Hjs piyns and dier^ajn. 
That fleone hjs ryf in kmdey 

And nao5t hjs hjre wajn. 
For dorwe he heth of gode. 

And harme hjs h jre hi jase ; 
Ine here prjncj mode 

The heit wah al th js. 
Thjs senne hjs over n joe, 

Ac holde schal hj he. 
The senne of meste malice 

A5ejns charjte. 
Wanne lore hjs here preje, 

Al for to confundj. 
And wjl het to hj-traje 

That wolde gode hj. 
Onde hjs a senne of herte. 

And bonnte scheweth h j. 
To harm J and to herte 

Wanne hej deth hacbjtj. 
Wanne h j holdeth h j werches 

That god and hende beth. 
And othere soathe plocches 

Scheweth wat <Hide deth. 
The thrjdde senne hjs wrethe. 

That so meche hjs i-telde. 
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Ujt maketb blod and broche 

About tbe berte aneld. 
Wanne manne netb naujt hja tbouse 

To wylle and alse thjntbe, 
He compasytb venjaunce 

To bjm that ajen clenketb ; 
And so hjt fret and bjs j-frete 

Evere megrete. 
And wanne hj bet to meche bete, 

Hjt lettetb cbaiite. 
Inne berte bys tbjs 8enne5inge, 

And bounte sclewetb mod, 
Tbor3 ebeste and mjs-doynge, 

And wjtbdrawynge of god. 
Covetyse bjs tbe furte, 

I-lycbe dropesy, 
Wanne al tbat bys an ertbe 

To byre bys al besy. 
And bou by babbetb by verktb, 

And mannes berte by-set, 
Fram Crode and so tbanne name y-ke3t 

Servise of Mamenet. 
Tbat by by berte senne 
3et boute scbenttb by 
To mocbel amange mankenne, 

Tbor3 wrange and tryeberye, 
Tbor3 3eskynge efter gode, 

Tbor3 bor3 and 3emer 3elde, 
Tborw wrecbydnesse of mode, 
And never more ful-felde. 
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The fyfte senne hjs sleuthe 

Of that man scholde do, 
Hye breketh god treuthe 

Wjth God and man also. 
Wanne man leteth adrylle 

That he god 5elde schel. 
And for-slaggjth by wylle 

That scholde men to steL 
Of herte cometh thes senne. 

And sehewe boute also, 
Hon hy letteth mankenne 

Of that scholde by do. 
Hyt hys thorwe besynesse 

That men for-slewyth hyt ; 
And other wyle thor3 ydelnesse 

Crod dede em do for-sljrt. 
Glotonye hys the syxte, 

And hys me ine flesche y-do ; 
And lecherye the nyxte in flesche 

Hys senne also. 
Ac glotonye entythyth 

To lecherye her, 
Ase that hy norysseth 

Hote brondes thet fere. 
Of glotonye hys foure, 

The boke speketh openlyche ; 
To meche fode devoury ; 

And to lykerouslyche ; 
An do to f reche to fretene, 

Wanne men hiis tyme heth ; 
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And out of tjnne to hetene^ 

That none siknesse neth. 
Of lecherye cometh 

Wreche, fonle speohe^ and fonle delyt, 
Commune hordom, 

Spousbreche, incest^ and sodomje. 
And hys incest wyth kenne 

The lecherye so ; 
And sodomyt hys senne 

A5ens kende y-do. 
By-feld beth men in sleauthe, 

Ase glotonye hyt bryngeth ; 
And ofte hyt doth moni kepe, 

That man wakynge thencketh. 
Ac 3ef evyl hjt come nau3t 

Dealyche senne next, 
Ac hou hyt falleth y-lome ne5, 

Ech man nau3t y-wyst. 
Thyse manere sennes sevene, 

Ase he hys here i-se5eth9 
Me letteth men fram hevene, 

And al dedlyche hy beth. 
Wanne hy y-thou3t beth other y-speke. 

Other y-don in stat, 
A3e the lawe of God to breke 

The hestes that he hat. 
Of aUe the sennes tha ther beth, 

Thos bereth that los ; 
For everech senne that me doth 

Longeth to some of thes. 

1 *2 
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Her-bj thou mjjt, man, j-seo, 

And hou here ende hys sour ; 
Nou loke her-in pur charite^ 

And make hyt thy myrour. 

Oretis pro anima dorninx WUlelmi de Schorhat 
quondam vicarii de Chart juxta LedeSy qui compomi^ 
istam compilacionem de septem mortalibus peccads, Et^^ 
omnibus diceniibus oracionem domimcam cum sakUa^"^^ 
done angelica quadraginia dies venia a domino Symom 
archiepiscopo Cantuarice conceduntur. 
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Mechb hys that me sjngeth and redeth 
Of hyre that al mankende gladeth, 

I-bore was here on erthe ; 
And thej alle speke, that speketh wyd tonge. 
Of hjre worschype and murye sounge, 

3et more he were worthe. 

Thyse aungeles heryeth here wyth stevene, 
Ase he hys hare qoene of he[ve]ne. 

And eke hare blysse ; 
Over al erthe levedy hys here, 
And thorjout helle geth here power, 

Ase he hys emperysse. 

Cause of alle thyse dignyt^, 
Thorj clennesse and humylyte^ 

Was Grodes owene grace ; 
Wer-thor3 he ber than hevene kynge, 
Worschype hys worthy ine alle thynge 

Ine evereche place. 

Al that hys bove and under molde, 
Hon myjt hyt bote hyt bowe scholde 

To hyre owene mede ; 
Wanne he that al thys wordle schel welde, 
To hyre worschipe hys y-helde, 

For here moderhede. 




l^^km*fpm^tJut, 



JO ImI ofljire; 





Ac tiysle ich woDe to one levedjr. 
And makj hjt ase hjt wyle bj. 

And aoe hf bj wolde me gnmty. 



Ab man me hys by leave j-aelliy 
Joyen cf h jre so fiele ther belh, 

Ne ma J hyt no man telle, 
Ase hy hath of hyre leve aone^ 
Hjt paaseth al mankendes wone. 

And out of manneB spelle. 

Four manere joyen by hedde here 
Of hyre sone so lef an dere, 

Wytnes opan the Godspelle ; 
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.^nd al oometh ofte the blysse, 
That hye heth nou wjthoate mysse, 
So stremes of the welle. 

The wylle that hys in paradjs 
Pol wd bj-tokneth thjs ayya, 

Wyth here stremes foure, 
Thet ometh oat over al that londe^ 
Njs never erthljche man that fond 

Hon fele eome of the stonre. 

Thjs wuUe hys Grod self man by-o(Hne ; 
Of hym thys joyen beth alle y-nome. 

And alle ine nout maner. 
The furste was wyth conoepcioon^ 
Tho the angel Grabryel come a-doun 

Ine stede of messager, 

To brynge the tythynge by-fore, 
That Cryst of hyre wolde by bore, 
Mannes trespas to jelde ; 
For to brynge ons oat of helle, 
^o mytte thenohe other telle 

Wat jqye iher y-velde. 

« 

In Na5areth the ryche toun, 
Ave Maria was that soon 

Of Grabrieles stevene ; 
Tho was that mayde was y-gret. 
And wyth a present wel a-geet 

Fram vader oure of hevene. 
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So he was ine hyre 7-comey 

For fleasch and blod of hjre to nome, 

Ase the angel hjre seyde ; 
Ne hy of mannes mone neste, 
Ne hy ne broke naujt hyre by-heste, 

Ac evere dene a mayde. 

Seynt Johan the Baptyst onbore, 
Tho hy spek hys moder by-fore, 

Ine joye he gan to asprynge ; 
Elyzabet wel that aspyde, 
Hon aspylede onder hys syde, 

And made hys rejoyynge. 

More encheyson hadde onre levedy 
Joyous and blythe for to be, 

Wythoute prede and boste ; 
For in hyre selve hy hyne fredde, 
Fol wel hy wyste hou hyne hadde 

Thorj self the Holy Groste. 

Joseph kedde that he was mylde, 

Tho that he wyste hy was wyth chylde, 

Awey he wolde alone ; 
Ha nolde naii5t he were a-slawe, 
Ne forthe y-juged by the lawe 

To by stend wyth stone. 

Ac Joseph was wel blythe aply5t, 
Bo to hym cam the angel bry5t, 

To segge hym wat he scholde ; 
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Wei blyththere m75te be that ms^, 
That was j-conforted al day 

Wyth aongeles wanne hy wolde. 

Xn thjssere jqye we acbdde bj-kmken 
Al hyre joyen of voorti woken 

The wylest he jede wyth diylde ; 
Of hyre hyt was god gaiiie» 
Ther-me thet anieom w^ tame 

That erthange was 80 wylde. 

Thet other joye of l^ie y-core, 
l^'as of Jhesns of l^ie y-bore 

A Crystesmasse ny^te, 
Wythoate sorje, wjrtfaoote aofe» 
And 80 DO schal ther nerete more 

Wymman wyth ehilde dy5te« 

For 80 hy hyne sefaolde fieiBt a-Tonge, 
Ther nys no senne ther amooge, 

Ne noe flescfaes lykynge ; 
Ther-fore of l^re y-bofe he was, 
Ase the sonne passe jt. tfaor^ tbeglas, 

Wyth-oaten ODopeDyiige. 

In suathe-beodes hy hyne ^5tey 
Ase hyt hys the chjides ry5tey 

And jef hym mdUbe to SMike ; 
Thaj hyt were thnstie of ny^ 
Ther nas wane of no ly^ 

The heTene gao onlouLe. 



12 



Oitt com an wnrngjA wjth great loom 
Lttathe feki of Bedleem, 

Amongea the ad boper J ai, 
Te telle that Cryst was j-bore. 



Of angelai ndu^ Terden. 
Tlmme aede he swytibe wel. 



And that hjB £d1 of giaee ; 
Wanne gkvye of hyre hys f<d aboy e» 
And pays i-grad for fayie love 

Of angeles in-plaoe. 

The oxe and aaae in bare manyonTy 
The that bj 8e3en bare iareatnre 

L jggynde ine bare forage, 
Alone knowjnge thaj by were, 
Hy makede joye in bare manere, 

And eke in bare langage. 

Ope the heje Ojtynde day 
He onder-3ede the Gywen lay. 

And was y-circumoysed. 
Jesus me clepede byne ther-vore, 
Ate aungeles er be were y-bore 

Hys eldren hedde y-wysed. 

Modiele joye by aspyde, 

Tbe kyng«s thre that come ryde 

Fmn be easte wd i-verre ; 
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^^Id, myrrey soor^ were here offirynges, 
l^hat he was lord and k jng of kjnges 
Wei by*toknede the sterre. 

Tho that he acholde j-offired be 
In the temple dominiy 

Ase laje jef the termes, 
Sjmeon the olde man gan crye, 
And spek of hjm fur prophecye, 

And tok hym ine hys earmes. 

Tho 50 was bote twelf wynter aid, 

And hejhe ine the temple he seat wel bald, 

And thaj he speke smale, 
Many man wondrede on hym there, 
For to alle elerkes that ther were 

He 3af answere and tale. 

A-lyve vertu was hys childehode, 
And so he com to hys manhode ; 

Ine flom Jordanes syche 
He was y-crystned, the hevene onleake, 
The Fader of hevene doun to hym spake, 

The Grost com colvere y-lyche. 

To thyssere joye longye schoUe 
Alle the joyen that hyre folle» 

Of hyre chylde Grod, 
Fram than tyme he was y-bore, 
For al mankende that was for-lore, 

For he deyde one the roude. 



lU wmaa or 



IV llBTiUe ji7« Ibtt eon of GrjBte, 
Hadde oore Itwtdj of h js op-fjste 

FrM deidies hirde bende, 
Oat of ibe oepolere ther lie kje» 
Att lijt M litfUK tki^iUe dij6 

After bji IjTOS code. 



Wet joj^ of ^B Bjjte be 

After spAe l o i^jnge md swydie eore, 

Am kfe j-oeje hine ftje^ 
Ildane inujt hjmt tame to IjYe tjen, 
A»d ererat sore ft-ljTe to ben, 

A»d aef^ere eft to dejfe ? 



TWd he wmBfjfndmnagfhb end mjjte, 
A»d ilutt he kodde on Estre BTjtte, 
Al ine the dftwjjoge^ 



And heneoe above vBdertoke 

Hjs bolf iqipe-rfBTiige. 

Thar doa oonie un^eleB wbjte ine wede» 
A»d this he vms a^ijse b j sede. 

And bane sanre was trewe ; 
That b^ ae hm naiijit under molde, 
For to asaje ho w wolde, 

Thaae stoa bre orer-cbrewe. 

Tha5 ^^H>^ be ine bj¥ manbofb defde» 
AMMutw Arm that a «jde, 

Tho the aoii^ here bj-redde; 
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*That hjs to seggene Grodes mjjte, 
^e rjjte sothe byt moste sitte, 

That godhoth wel hyt kedde. 

Nedde oure levedy thyse blysse alone, 
Ac al hyre frendes in hyre mone, 

So meche was here the more ; 
For more hys blysse god and clene, 
Amonge frendes to habbe y-mene. 

After sorjynge and sore. 

that hy were blythe, tho hye were si5en, 
3o glorious a-lyve wyth hare e5eny 

Thet hy y-seye er in paygne ; 
Furste aschewed hym wyth a fayre chaunce, 
To here thet hys ensample of repentaonce, 

Marye Magdaleyne. 

• 

And so hygeye hyne Peter and sothenes hy alle ; 
And ther Thomas of Ynde a kowes y-falle 

Groped hys holy wounde ; 
Thare he fond flesche and blod myd the bones, 
An nou he gan to crye loude for the nones, 

" My Lord ich abbe y-founde." 

Houre Lord hym answerde in thet cas, 
'^ Thou levedest, for thou seje me, Thomas, 

That thou me haddest y-founde, 
Ac, Thomas, ich the telle, y-blessed hy beth, 
Tho that on me by-leveth and naujt me seth, 

Ne gropyeth none woQude." 



\ 
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To thjssere jojen scholle be j-leyd 
Alio the joyen that 111036 be y-sejd, 

Ine w jttes other in mende ; 
Fram Crystes resnrreccioaii, 
Wat cometh hys ascencioun, 

At fonrty dajen ende. 

Ne for the joye telle ich may. 
That fel open the Holy Thoresday, 

Opon a moante yne heje ; 
He sej Jhesus and othere aoine, 
Of flesche and blod of byre y-noine, 

Op mto heyene 6te5e. 

Al ine joye waa hyre mende, 
So hy 8650 here and onre kende 

Jhesnsy hyre leve sone, 
Into -the blysse of hevene sty. 
To agredy worthy scholde hy be 

At hyre assumpcioun. 

And jet ne were hyt uojt y-noj, 
One to agredy hyre 1005 

And he5 ine hevene Uysse ; 
Ac oure also, hyt nis non other, 
For he hys oure kende brother, 

That leve we to wysse. 

Ine hym ne schalt hyt naujt lang be. 
That we to hym ne scholle te, t 

Wanne we scholle wende hennes ; 
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'^c schel on ous, that both onkende, 
^"^ drajeth iui05t hys love to mendey 

And wretheth hyne wyth sennes. 



id 5et he hjs milde^ and sparyeih some, 
"^^nd ase he wente op he wole come 
A domesday wel bryjte ; 
^or to ciye manne dede, 
^^nd after dede 5ive mede. 

And jngement to r73tte. 

^etere red nys ther non here, 
Tor to be Crystes y-vere, 

And hy5 ine hevene blysse ; 
Bote folthe of senne to by-yly. 
And bydde Gk)d and oilre levedy, 

That hy ous helpe and wysse. 

For hyre peer nys noujt y-lessed, 
Ac toup alle othren hys y-blessed, 

Sothe wyf and mayde ; 
Ase that Gk)dspel telleth ous, 
Benedicta tu in muUeribus^ 

Elizabeth hyt sayde. 

Al here joyen a lok Sonnday, 
And alle the that me aspye may, 

That hyre and erthe felle, 
Al fram Crystes ascencioun, 
Al wat comthe hyre assumpcioun, 

To thyssere lonngy schelle. 





k«s»kS» 



To koljr ■HBBe deaike alyjie 
Her SB ertiie leje ; 
Li koljr boke kfs hjt i-nome. 
That God hjmfidf a woUeeooie, 
Wanne bj sdiolde deje. 



Thcr-bye we mowe wd y-wyte, 
TIU15 ^^ ^ naojt of j-wryte. 

That Ciyst hymsdf was there ; 
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^4 hym of hevene the ferede, 
^ eadi levedy for to lede, 

Most here no fend offere. 



y wente uppe, my leve brother, 
^ "body and soule, hyt nys non other, 
^^^ For Cryst hys god and kende ; 

'^ Hat body that he toke of hys ojen, 
"^Du mytte hyt ligge amange the lojen, 
Wythoute honour and mende. 

^CTianne ich dar segge, mid gode ry3te, 
^t!liat alle the court of hevene a-lyjte 

Attare departynge ; 
^And Cryst hymself ajeins hyre com, 
.And body and saule op wyth hym nom 

Into hys wonyynge. 

That hy hys quen, ase ich er mende, 
Here grace hy may doun to ous sende, 

Hire joye to fol-velle ; 
Ich hopye hy nele naujt let ous spylle. 
For he hys al to hyre wylle 

Of joye that hys the welle. 

For of hyre wombe he hys that frut, 
Were-of thes angeles habbeth hare dut, 

And men hare holy fode ; 
Elizabeth hy sede thys, 
Et henedictus fructus ventris 

Tuif Jesus the gode. 
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Of soDge hjB to then ende y-brout^ 
Ase thou hest, soster, me b7-so3t, 

Ase ich hene m75tte frede* 
Now sjnge and byde the hevene quene, 
Tbet hy ous brjnge al out of tene 

At oure mest nede. Amen. 

Oretis pro anima Willelmi de Schorham, quon 
vicarii de Chart juxta Ledes, 
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Maktb, majde mjlde and fre, 
Chambre of the Trjnjti, 
One wjle lest to me, 

Ase kh the grete wjth songe ; 
Tha5 ID J fet ondene be, 

M J meg thoa onder-fonge. 

Thou art qnene of panics. 

Of heyene, of erthe, of al that hjs ; 

Thon bere thane kjnge of blys, 

Wjthoate senne and sore ; 
Thon hast 7-r73t that was a-mjs, 

Y-wonne that was y-lore, 

Thou ert the colvere of Noe, 

That broute the braunche of oljve tre, 

In tokne that pays scholde be 

By-tuexte God and manne ; 
Swete levedy, help thon me, 

Wanne ich schal wende hanne. 

Thon art the bosche of Sjnay ; 
Thou art the rytte Sarray ; 
Thou hast y-broujt ous out of cry 

Of calenge of the fende ; 
Thou art Crystes ojene drury, 

And of Davyes kende. 

k2 
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Thou ert the slinge, thy sone the s 
That Davy slange Golye opon ; 
Thou ert the jerd al of Aaron, 

Me dreye i-sej spryngyni 
Wytnesse at ham everechon, 

That wyste of thyne chyl 

Thou ert the temple Salomon ; 
In the wondrede Gredeon ; 
Thou host y-gladed Symeon, 

Wyth thyne swetc ofliyi 
In the temple atte auter ston, 

Wyth Jhesus hevene kyi 

Thou ert Judith, that fayre wyf, 
Thou hast abated al that stryf, 
Olofernes wyth hys knyf 

Hys hevede thou hym by 
Thou hest y-saved here lef, 

That to the wylle come. 

Thou ert Hester, that swete thyng< 
And Assever, the ryche kynge, 
They heth y-chose to hys weddyng 

And queue he heth a- von 
In Mardocheus, thy derlynge, 

Syre Aman was y-honge. 

The prophete Ezechyel, 

In hys boke, hyt wytnesseth wel, 

Thou ert the gate so stronge so stel 
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Ac evere j-schet fram manne ; 
Thou erte the r75te nayre Bache!, 
Fajrest of alle wjmman 

Ey ryjte toknTnge^ thou ert the hel 

Of wan spellede Danyel ; 

Thou ert Emaus, the ryche castel, 

Thar resteth alle werye ; 
Ine the restede Emanuel, 

Of wany speketh Ysaye. 

Ine the hys God by-come a chyld ; 
Ine the hys wreche by-come myld ; 
That unicorn that was so wyld 

Aleyd hys of a cheaste, 
Thou hast y- tamed and i-styld 

Wyth melke of thy breste. 

Ine the Apocalyps sent Johan 

I-se5 ane wymman wyth sonne by-gon, 

Thane mowe al onder hyre ton, 

I-crouned wyth tuel sterre ; 
Swyl a levedy nas nevere non, 

Wyth thane fend to werre. 

Ase the sonne taketh hyre pas 
Wythoute breche thorjout that glas, 
Thy maydenhod onwemmed hyt was 

For here of thyne chylde ; 
Now, swete levedy of solas, 

To ous senfoUe be thou mylde. 
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Have, levedy, thys lytd songOy 
That out of senfol herte spronge ; 
A5ens the feend thou make me stronge^ 

And yyi me thy wyssynge ; 
And thaj ich habbe y-do the wrange. 

Thou graunte me amendynge. 

Oretis pro anima domini Roberti Grosseieyte g 
dam episcopi Lincolnia. 
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Im holy sauter me may rede, 

Hou God thourwe the prophete sede, 

Davyd, y-vrysse, 
That fol in hys herte sede, 
Ther nys no Grode, dar man naujt drede 

To don amys, 

Thesse hyt hys, so hyt hys grete doute, 
That thare be woxe of thare route 

Mani and fole, 
That weneth ryt wythoute mysse 
That ther nys God ine hevene blysse, 

Ne lelle pooL 

That eny soche be crystene man, 
God for-bede, and nau5t for-than 

Wey soeth al day, 
That menye y-crystnedde were 
Fareth ryt ase hy nere 

Naujt of the fay. 

And manye of ham that beth so fele, 
That thaj me godne sckele hem telle, 

Naujt hyjt ne ganth ; 
Ajen hy clappeth thys and that. 
And manye of ham not nevere wat, 

Ne wat he menth. 
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To sechen hyt bys wd Ijtel prys, 
Reyson to telle thet hys y-wys, 

Ac lete ham be ; 
For bote by take a betere fay, 
Atte last by goih to scbame a-way, 

Me may byt see. 

Ac 3ef thou wenst, man, tbat erroar. 
That tbare ne be no Sauveoory 

Ne other lyf^ 
And hyt be for defante of lore, 
Lest now wat ich segge more, 

Wythoute stryf. 

And jcf thou [be] y-lered man, 
And onderstant 5et al for-than 

No GM ne be, 
Ich acsy the a questioun. 
And ase hyt longeth to reysoun 

Andswere thon me. 

The erthe hys bevy wythoute wylle, 
That wey y-seoth and by al stylle 

To gonne throp ; 
What hou fareth by that by nasynketh, 
Ase here kende were byt thenketh, 

Ho halt ys op ? 

Her-to me seyth, and both y-sed. 
To bealde by op byt nys no ned, 
Ne neyere nes ; 
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Thos mjp. wefee wd, wo m woUev 
Hie wolkne bf-dcplk al tfce aoUe, 

Aad so byt doCfc ; 
Ne msf bj nujt tbaone be fndelei^ 
Tbat tbos be go 80 bjsand wai^ 

An Ibat bj8 sontbe. 

Ac saje ijjt tbos, and ich afowe» 
That everech man hyt mojt alowe, 

That reson bent, 
Hy3t hys a myjt of alle my3tte, 
That halt op therthe and sterren bry3te 

Aboute i-trent. 
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Thjs ilke mjtte, for hyt wel may, 
Bryngeth forthe a wyt of swete araj, 

Thet no swech njs ; 
For al that hjs an he^ and loje. 
Hit schift and ditteth ase hjs oje, 

And 80 hjt hjs. 

Wat maketh sonne, mone, and sterren 
To certejn go aboute and ferren. 

And fajlleth noujt ? 
Hjt mot wyt and wjsdom neade, 
Thet of the mytte thet ich er sede 

HjR forthe arajt. 

Nou thou sixte wel hou hyt syt, 
Thys ylke myjte and eke thys wyt, 

In oure boke ; 
The mytte hys fader of our crede, 
Wysdom the sone, for wyttihede 

That he forth toke. 

Ever was thys ylke my3tte, 
And ever worth, bye gode ryte, 

Ne say naujt nay ; 
Hou mytte hyt and eft by-gynne, 
Thet nede neth of none gynne, 

Ac al do mey ? 

And ase hyt hys by-fore y-nome, 

Tha3 *^** ^y* o^ t^® mytte 
By kende wey ; 
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That wyt was evere natheles, 
The mjjtte nys never wytles, 
Ne by ne may. 

Her-to acordeth oure fay, 
That holy cherche nej eche day 

Wei merye syngth, 
Lie a song ofte by note, 
Q^ieumqlte vuU thet hys y-hote, 

By5t ase me singeth. 

For ther hyt of the Vader seyth, 
And of the Sone to-gadere leyth, 

In boke y-set ; 
The Sone hys of the Fader alone, 
Engendred nau5t, y-mad of mone, 

Nes othe wat. 

Folye hyt hys to meche to thynche 

Of the engendrure and thynne adrenche 

Of Fader and Sone ; 
So ase hy bethe, ever were, 
And sothe by-jete nevere nere, 

Elles me wone. 

Ac naujt forth than that hyt be soth 
Holy cherche to wytene doth. 

We wyten hyt wel ; 
I-lef hyt, other thou ert by-caut. 
For ho that nele by-leve hyt nau5t, 

To helle he schel. 
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And thelke Sone jet natheles 
Bj3t ase the Fader hjs endeles, 

Ase myjt and wyt ; 
3ef ever was, ever was sone, 
For bethe rejsoun and eke wone 

Aloweth hyt. 

Nou we habbeth Yader and Sone, 
Ase hye beth ryjt ine persone, 

. And thancheysone ; 
Wat may the Holy Gost nou be, 
Persone thrydde in Trynyte, 

Nou herkne reysone. 

Thou sixt thet al that farth a-ryjt, 
Be hyt thyster, be hyt lyjt. 

To acord hys wy ve ; 
For 3ef ther were weyre above 
Amange the sterren, and no love, 

Al hy to-dryve. 

And bote a truwe love come 

Of thare myjtte and tha wysdome, 

Ne myjt hyt by ; 
And ryjt of ham he moste come, 
For wer-of elles te be y-nome 

Can non y-sy. 

Ever to lef that love were. 
For my3tte and wysdom never nere, 
Wythoute acord ; 
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For jef acord hem hedde j-fajlled, 
Ar ajder other hedde asajlled 
Wyth wjkked word, 

Hon scholde m73tte makj wrake, 
Other enj descord onder-take, 

Wyth e3e wyt ? 
So nest ac ever weren hj, 
Thanne moste love ever bj, 

Non thon sixt hjt. 

Th js love hjs self that holj spjryt, 
Ther-to acordeth holy wryjt, 

Ine th jlke songe, 
That ich was embe oure faye, 
That holy cherche singeth a-daye 

At pryme longe. 

The holy of Fader ryche, 

And of the Sone of other y-lyche, 

So he for-comthe, 
Nother by hete ne forthe i-wro3t 
Of ajt that hys, ne forthe of naa5t, 

By lawe hyt nometh. 

And ever was that holy spyry3t, 
That ylke songe wytnesseth hyt. 

And more ther-to ; 
That hy schal by and hys and was, 
That Fader of hevene ry3t enddeas, 

And Sone also. 
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5et our by-leave wole onder-gon, 
That thjse thre beth r73t al on. 

And njs no wronge ; 
Tha3 hy be ine reyson dyvers, 
O Grod hyt hys, and stent in vers 

Ine thnlke songe. 

Tha3 myjte, wysdom, and eke love, 
Hy thre by ase ich sede above 

Divers ine worke ; 
Ine hem self o God hy beth, 
Nys non that a3t elles y-seth, 

So god clerke. 

And natheles ofte hy beth y-blend, 
Thyse clerkes wyth here argument, 

Ande gynneth lye ; 
Hare a3e wyt hys hym by-kecheth, 
That God so sotylleche secheth. 

That syt so he3e. 

The Fader hys God, for he may alle ; 
The Sone hys swete, for he wot aUe, 

Wythout crye ; 
The Gost hys God that oneth al ; 
3et ne beth hy bote o God al, 

Nau3t Godes thry. 

Tha3 my3tte be to the Fader y^leyd. 
And wysdome of the Sone y-seyd. 
And love the Goste ; 
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3et beth hy thre of one myjtte, 
Of one wytte and love Ijjtte, 

Thorj faythe hyt west. 

Nou thou syxt wel that encheysone 
Of oure by-leve, and eke reysone, 

Thet o God hys ; 
5ef thou thenkest forther hou hyt may be, 
Go naujt to ni5 hys majeste, 

To thenche a-mys. 

Nou hys al thys by skele ondo, 
And by leave alegged ther-to, 

That God hys he ; 
Now we moste y-wyte more 
Of thyse wordle some lore, 

How hy3t may be. 

Fader, thy worldle ever were, 
Other a some tyme nere. 

And tho by-gan ; 
Everte mytte hy nau3t by, 
Ich schal the telle reyson wy, 

Sothe ase ich can. 

For Godes myjtte ande eke hys wyt, ■ 
And eke hys wylle to soffry hyjt. 

So were W03 ; 
For 3e hys almytty, ase ich er sede, 
Al wys and wyl ine godhede, 

That hys y-no3. 
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Ac 5ef he nedde thys world 7-wrou5t, 
And mj5te and coathe and dede hjjt no^ 

Hyt were a-mys ; 
Ac hj8 alin73ttj hjs of sache entajlle, 
And hjs almjttj hou mytte hjt fajlle, 

Of thet god hys. 

He made hyt al, nys hyt non other. 
And that of naujte, my leve brother. 

He made hys werke ; 
For er he a-gounne hys worke so merye, 
Nas nother fourme ne materye, 

Ne lyjt ne derke. 

Ne acombre nau5t thy wyt and mo, 
To meche to thenche hou hyt was tho, 

Hyt n^u5t worth. 
Hou man hyt myjte wete ich not, 
For so to wytene ase God hyt wot, 

Comest thou naujt forthe. 

Ac some mey acsy, war God was 
Tho nothynge of the worlde nas 

Ne great ne smal ? 
Ther the worlde hys nou was he, 
And 3et he hys and ever schal be, 

I-hole over al. 

He hedde nede of none gynne, 
Ne 5et hou neth, to wonye ynne. 
Thou kepe nym ; 
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TbjBe worfle Ik sade, ^icka 
Al aae bj kjs 173$ Boa ine dede, 

Aad 103 and fae3 ; 
Ine Ae gjnjnge of hoij wijty 
Hoa be bj nude 1751 tber bjt sjjt, 

Idh bjrt j-seje. 

Ine da5es sixe he made b jt 1751, 
He^eoe and eithe and wolkne br75t, 

Thet water to djjt ; 
Tren and gras and erthe dre3e, 
Sonne and mone and sterren grej5e. 

That beth so br75t ; 1. 
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hat tfce depe, 
mv to cfcpe. 



So that biTt m god and ad, 
AI tliTS votid that wai 
OriiTBtliat 



Al liTt VB5 god, wjlbiMio lake. 
Hard and nescke^ ^"^7^ *>^ blacke. 
And al that 



Mostebe i75t bj nature, 
Al sennes led. 

yef qoead so were of Code j-nome, 
Bj rj5tte he mj3tte be wjthnomey 

Rjjt aae a qoed. 
Ther-fbre ne mjjte he iiaQ5t do wrothe, 
Ac aduewadnesBe beth h jm lothe. 

And hj8 for-beade. 

And thesae Grod self hyt for-beade, 
Wannes cometh forthe al that qoead. 

So meehe ther h js ? 
And wel to donne apanjeth neawe, 
Ac hjm apajneth man j a acrewe 

To do amjs. 

That GtcmI hjt sofireth, hoa menj hyt be, 
Setbthe of so great mjjtte hjs he, 
Thet 3^ ha wolde, 
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He mjjtte vor-do that hys quead, 
And lete ous libbe, and naujt be dead, 
Hyt tbingth ha scbolde. 

Leve brother, jef he so scholde, 
By the sjker that he so wolde, 

Ac he hyt nele ; 
Ich kan the telle reyson wy 
He let y-worthe quead to by, 

Non harkne skele. 

That alther-ferste that god schop, 
That was hevene, ther nys no wop, 

Soth for to telle ; 
For he hyt made of swyche aray. 
For alle manere blysse and play 

Ther to folfelle. 

Ac o blysse hys nys naujt folfeld, 
War-fore that hevene hys al y-dueld, 

And 3et nou werth ; 
Ac ich schel telle wat hys that blysse, 
And so we schoUe wyte to wysse 

Hon qaead cometh forthe. 

3ef the by-falth avencement. 
Of 3ef the that the was y-ment, 

Wei blythe art thou ; 
And 5ef the falleth to be eyr 
Of a regne mechel and fayr, 

More hys thy proju. l 2 
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Ac n j8 no blyase me no fesle 
Ajeyns tiie joje of oooqiieste, 

Tbel hys tliOT3 god ; 
Ne mej me more jo je asp je. 
Thane wanne a man thorj pur mestiye 

Kedi h j8 manhod. 

And to great definite hjt were» 
3ef nojoje of oooqneste nere. 

So meiye hjs hy. 
Noo sixt thou thanne mjtte beste, 
How joje that oometh of conqueste 

Mot neades b j. 

Ny8 gryt stryf wjtfaonte qneade. 

And ther oonqoeste h js, strjf h js neade, 

And 8om j-schent. 
Thanne njs hyt to Grod no wrang, 
To soffine qneade the gode amange 

To avancement 

For 3ef qnead nere in none thjnge, 
Ther nere strjf ne contekynge, 

Ne no wjihsej ; 
And 3yf stryf nere ne victorye, 
So scholde ine hevene that glorje, 

Ac hyt ne mey. 

Ther-fore ther hys a mastrye schreawe, 
Wyth h3rm mo beth and thet nau3t neawe, 
And neades mote ; 
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For he hjs heaved of schrewednesse, 
Ase God hys cheaf of alle godnesse 
And alle bote. 

Hou mjtte schreaudnesse by, 
Bote scherewen were by, 

That hy ferst thoujte ? 
For Grod ne dede no quead in dede, 
For al was god, ase ich er sede, 

Al that he wronte. 

Thes like screawe so hys hyjt barn, 
That into helle God at am 

Ferst for hys prede ; 
Ac God hyne makede fayr y-noj, 
Bry3t ande schene and hejest in I05, 

Ferflt ine hys dede. 

Ac are he were y-mad parfyt, 
Ase Gode soffrede hyjt. 

He waux wel proud ; 
He wolde sette hys sete ryche 
Of north half, and be God y-lyche. 

To be alowed. 

And so he werry ferst by-gan 

Wyth Gode ine hevene, and 5et te than 

Other wel fele, 
Wyth hym that helde wyth alle my3tte, 
Angeles that God hedde y-mad bryjtte, 

Ine alle wele. 
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Thys by-ganne schrewednesse, 
Op an he3 ine hevene blysse, 

The ferste day ; 
Hyjt raoste neades for the gloiye, 
EUes hedde y-faylled fyctorye, 

Ac hyt ne may. 

Ac alle by weren y-dryven out, 
Wyth Lucyfer that was so stout, 

Thojr Godes my3tte ; 
Hy that ne hylde wyth the left. 
Stale woxe that nevere eft 

Sene yj ne myjtte. 

Tuo skeies beth that me may wyte. 
That none nere y-mad parfyte 

Ine hevene ferst, 
Er the bataylle y-ended was 
By-twexte God and Sathanas, 

That now hys worst. 

O reyson was for angeles gode. 
That chose a-ryjt and faste stode 

At thylke dede ; 
For that hy scholde thorj pur coqueste 
Habbe joye evere to leste 

For hare mede. 

That other reyson was for the devel, 
That he schal to mys-wende hys chevel, 
Thorj hys malyce ; 
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So that folveld were the glorye, 
And hym seelf thorj noble victorye 
Lys al hy blysse. 

3ef hy heade be mad parfyjt, 

We nedde y-haved ry3t no profy3t 

Ine hevene above ; 
Nou schal man be in hare I03, 
Ande habbe joye and blysse y-no3, 

And pes and love. 

And seththe hyt moste nides by, 
Thet sothe schrewen were hy, 

Ase gode hyt mente ; 
Hon yst thet hy ine helle slabbeth, 
And thare ton none grace nabbeth 

To repente. 

Suppose here hys o justyse, 
God and truwe in alle wyse, 

And wys of rede ; 
And dampneth theves for to ordeyne 
Peys in londe, nau3t so weyne, 

Ne for quoadhevede. 

Suppose he that schel hem spylle, 
And hongeth hy wyth grete wylle, 

And hys wel glad ; 
Ne he neth reuche of hys eny Cryste, 
Tha3 hy nevere of thef the neste, 

Thes hys a quead. 



152 FOBMS or WILUAX DB «HOBEHI¥. 



For that be h jb maaslej die pur. 
Of w^le of m jstTentore, 

To^jDeblod; 
And he that meate hjt that justjae, 
Hts to ptcjsy in thjBse wjat 

For'hjBwjlgod. 

So tboo sixle that me may d jjte 
Quoad for gode, and that wyth rjjtte, 

And 80 AM deth. 
And h J that dodi hjt ine deade, 
Wrth hare vrl of sAreiredhede, 

Thmjwiahlfi beth. 



Tlioe mo^e we wel bj reTsoon 

Iliat tha5 God aaffinode socfa a sdireawe 

Alfor to sfyjQe, 
H rt was iar gode, ase ich er sede ; 
And Lucrfer, in hrs mjs-dede, 

Was wrkke of wrlle. 

And diare^vore daiopiiakle he hys, 
F<ir he was )«> don amTs 

1V« thai he iDT^itte; 
Asid 0<«d jKdf7>hd dtai jlke dede. 
Fat |N«d ^onie thivc ase idi er sede. 

As O^ hyjt dr^tte. 

X^ \xt ifeT^ vc ef^ ne malroe. 
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jy tint he Aav3 ^ S^BBe ■73ilte, 
Sabbe J-^ob kjm wiliii tbat ri3ltr>. 



H jt ott by- coMC ine edie plaee, 
jef ec hy n ge Indde j-ljclie graoe^ 

To joye and bl^sse; 
And idi mey sjren, and ^e w jU i draj e^ 
Al that m jn mjn hys b j gode ljt|e» 

WjthcNite maljoe. 

Ne may iiaii5t tbanne God also 
War be wyle hys grace do, 

And ^e wytb-draje, 
3ef be wole, wytboat malyoe. 
And wytboute alle manere vyce ? 

Ny8 nys god ki5e ? 

jes, y-wys, god laje hys, 

Thet hyt be al ase hys wyl hys, 

Hyt wyle wel by-come ; 
Nys non that conne dy5te hyt bet, 
Al tba5 hyt thencbe wel on net, 

Hys wyl to some. 

Ther that God wyle grace jyve, 
Ever to libbe hyt mot leve 

Ine savement ; 
And thar he wyle wyth grace wythdraje, 
Nys naujt malyce, ac hyt hys la^e 

And jugement. 
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Ac wy he graunteth grace to one, 
And soche and otheren grauntyeth none, 

Segge ich ne kanne ; 
Bote thet hys hys pryvete 
Of hys domes in equyte 

Wyth wel to thanne. 

For ther nys noujt of thysse wylle 
Her to jugy, ac be we sty lie, 

We beth y-lete ; 
For Davyd ous to wyten deth, 
In boke, that Godes domes beth 

A groundlyas pet. 

For hys ne may no wyt areche, 
Bot tho thet hym self wyle teche, 

He scheawyth hy ; 
And the hevele hy beth pryve, 
Al that y-ordeyned beth he 

Mot neadys by. 

Thus the devel y-dampned hys, 
And wyth hym also that beth hys, 

Develen wel mo ; 
For that the grace of Grod hym faylleth, 
Moche hys the pyne that hem eyleth, 

And eke the who. 

Wy hy ne mowe, ase ich er sede, 
Wel repenty of hare mys-dede, 
Lest enne skele, 
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That ich schal segge, ase ich can ; 
Mo beth at thet longj te man, 
No beth naujt fele. 

Swythe fayr thynge hys that wyte, 
And ther by-syde bloke alyte 

Wei y-dryjt ; 
The wyte the vayrer hyt raaketh, 
And selve more hyt blaketh, 

And al hyt hyjt. 

The wyser man, the wyser soneth ; 
Ther thet menye foules dremeth, 

And no reysone ; 
The merrer hyt hys ine batayle, 
Thet insykth al the vomen faylle. 

And falle a-doun. 

Thys lykynge hys for hevene blysse, 
That leste schal wythoute mysse, 

Ase evere mo ; 
Thar hys so meche the more merye, 
The develys that me nau3t ne derye 

And helle also. 

Hy thet ther beth so more y-sy, 
Wat peryl ascaped bey hy, 

And be the blythere ; 
So that folveld the joye nere, 
Bote evere helle pyne were 

And thrynne withere. 
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Ac WO beth werther for to by 
Ever in o belle, tbane by 

Ther secb gelt bys ? 
Tbenne mey be wel tbys skele, 
Thaj grace faylltb bam to wole, 

No wonder nys. 

And ase angeles tbe faste stode, 
For bever eft by-come gode, 

And glad and blytbe ; 
Ryjt develen for screawedbede 
Ever ine force scbolle brede, 

And wretbe and nytbe. 

Ac tbo by bedde ine bevene y-topped, 
Wy nedde by be ine belle y-stopped 

For evere mo, 
Ac naujt ber in tbys myddelnerde, 
For to maky men offerde, 

And to mys-do ? 

For tbo bye weren out y-cacbed. 
And oujt of bare I05 aracbed, 

For bare senne ; 
We moje weten byt wel y-nou, 
That ase ydel was bare I03, 

Tbat by weren ynne. 

And one by comelecbe tbynge byt were, 
303 eny bo3 ther lothy were 
Servynde of nou3t 5 
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TThar-fore God made mannes schefte. 
That ylke I05 al for to crafte, 
As God hyjt thoute. 

Ac manne ne mjtte naujt the glorye 
Crefte wythoute victorye. 

My leve brother ; 
For jef he nadde hyjt thorj conqueste, 
Folfeld ne mytte be hys feste, 

Al ase another. 

Thare-fore God made hym god and wys, 
And mayster over al paradys, 

Ac nau5t parfyt ; 
For o trou thynne God for-bead, 
Ase he nolde noujt be dead, 

Naujt take hyt. 

And god reyson was that hevere 
Naujt parfyjt ase other were 

To-vore y-sed ; 
Ac ase he was y-mad of erthe, 
Ryjt here an erthe hyt was wel worthe 

He were asayd. 

• 

Ther-fore nas helle naujt y-schet, 
Ne develyn ther-inne naujt y-dut, 

Ine thare crybbe ; 
For that hy scholde man asaye, 
Wather he was worthe for to deye, 

Other to libbe. 
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Ac tlio the derd h jt wspjde. 
That man hym acbolde ther abjde 

To be aasayde. 
He tlioo5te gyle al onder-go, 
For of thet he hadde her j-do 

He was wffnjde. 

Nas wonder thaj he wede afirajd, 
¥or swjthe wel he was anajd 

Of mannes stad. 
For after God semblant he here. 
And he thoujte a thet hjm wel er, 

Tho he was j-mad. 

Ac hjs envie a5eins man 

So great by-cometh, thet al for-than 

He nolde lette. 
That he nold man afoande. 
And an hjrm bote he mytte stonde, 

Hys venym sente. 

And dede hym in an addre wede. 
That best was of mest schreahede 

Of alle beste ; 
Hyt moste neades screwed by-come, 
Tho that hy hedde me hym y-nome 

Soche a tempest. 

And he gan to the trowe glyde, 
That was for-boden, al forte abyde 
After hys praye. 



la 



Ac sore fc^M 4nie iv to ^iijiHr, 
JU&r to VB^ 



Ac wel kjB tkB«^ tint Ere 
Ni^ 90 tffuMMt ase Adim was. 

That vms bjre krde; 
And mat kj eone, be gaa here kaove;. 
And to hjre speke oat of tke trove 

Thjs jlke vord : 

** Leve Dame, saj me now, 

W J heth Gkid Ibr-bode h jt now, 

Thet he ne mote 
Eten of al tliat frut that h js 
H&e grofwjnde in parad js 

To joare bote ?^ 

" We etetb y-noo," quath Eve, " j-wys 
Of alle the trowes of parad js. 

And beth wel glad ; 
Bote thjB trow mote we naajt take, 
For bothe me and mjnne make 

God hyt for-bede. 

And seyde 5ef we ther-of ete, 
We scholde deye and lyf for-lete, 

And alle blysse.'' 
*' Nay," qaath the fend, '' ac 50 ne scholdv ; 
Ac be wot fol wel wet he wolde 

That for-bead thys. 
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56 wot wd 5ef je ther-of toke, 
Wjth ejen schdde 56 forth loke, 

R75t ase godes ; 
And conne bothe god and quead, 
And never the rather be dead 

Fot hys for-bodys.*' 

Thos he gan hyre herte ablowe. 
And hy ae^ that frut ine the trowe 

Was fayr and god ; 
And et throf dame lykeroose, 
And maden eke eten hyt hyre spouse ; 

Hy weren wode. 

Anon opened ther bothe hare ejen, 
And naked that hy weren y-se3en, 

And woxe of-schamed ; 
Wyth leaves hy helete hem ther-fore, 
Ne mytte hy noseng be for-bore 

To be y-blamed. 

Ac tho hy herde Grod speke, 
Wei sone an hal by-gonne threke 

Wer thet hy mytte. 
" Adam !" quath God " wer myjtou be ?" 
Queth he, " Lord, tho we herde the. 

We were of fly3te ; 

And nedes moste, Lord, to sothe, 
Al for that we beth naked bothe, 
Ase vole thynges." 
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Xlo 'bj-^aok God qxte ao liuix 
^ For ^mm sreredst i^terncf ^Sanm 

Aad erdK frete. 

And idi sdial makje ooatekliede 
Bj-tojoe tlijne and wjwes sede. 

And mocfae to pleny . 
So sdud thj power be bj-reved» 
That 3ef schal wymman trede thiii« Ki^x^t 

And tboa byre wajti.^ 
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So sede he, " Wymman here lere, 
Hoa by scholde al byre cbildren bere 

Ine sorje and stryf ; 
And tbet bj scbolde lybbe ber 
Evere ine mannes daunger, 

Al byre lyf." 

To Adam seyde God of bevene, 

" For tbou dedest by thine wy ves stevene 

Tbet was for-bote, 
Ther bys acorsed ine thyne deade, 
In swincbed then scbalt thy lyf leade, 

And ete ine swote. 

Al wat tbou art ajen y-come 
Into erthe that thart of y-nome, 

Thorj deatbes bende ; 
For tbou nart bote of poudre y-welt, 
And ajen into poudre schelt, 

Manne, at thyne ende." 

Thorj the fend that bys oure vo, 
Thos by-ganne ferst al oure wo 

Tbet we beth inne ; 
An thos by-ganne ferst trecberye, 
Thorj the feend, and eke onnye 

Manne for to wynne. 

And wondervol was thys assay, 
And wonderlycbe jede man away 
Lyjtlycbe y-lore ; 
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And wonderlyche jet forth myt than 
Her ine thys world hys ever man 
To sorwe y-bore 

Ac, crystene man, for al thys wounder, 
Loke that thou ne go naujt onder, 

Thou3 wantrokynge ; 
For sothe apreved hys thys saje, 
Bothe by the elde and nywe laje, 

Wythoute lesynge. 

And skefol was thys ordinaunce, 
Thaj man by-volle so hard a chaunce, 

Thorj trycherye ; 
For thor5 mestrye that he vorth droj, 
The feend in hevene has hys I05, 

Thorj pur mastrye. 

Ryjt also tho he gyle thoujte, 
For to brynge man to nojte 

Pryvelyche ; 
God Almyjty that hys wyl wyste, 
Ajeyns hym tho5te go by lyste 

Also styllyche. 

For ine the trowe death was kene, 
And that God made wel y-sene, 

Thet hyt for-bead. 
And 56 weste that God hyt sede, 
5ef man throf ete he scholde awede, 

And eke be dead. 
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Ac lyf was also ine the trowe, 

Ac that ne m73te be Dau5t y-knowe. 

For God hjt hedde ; 
For hyt was pryve for a wyle, 
Aje the fendes prive gyle 

The man for-ledde. 

For naujt nas hyt y-cleped ne hys 
Trou of lyve in paradys ; 

Ac wyste, 
For ase man was thorj trowe by-coujt, 
In trowe he scholde be for-boujt, 

That the fende neste. 

And that was ine the holy rode, 
Thorj the schewynge of the blode 

Of Godes sone ; 
Ase ich her-after telle may, 
That he tok of a clone may, 

A3ens wone. 

Hedde he wyst ther hedde y-be 
Lyf for-boute ine the appel-tre, 

He nedde assaylled 
Nother Adam ne non of hys ; 
Ac are the worlde was and hys 

Was y-conseyled. 

God wyste wel that man schold erry, 
And thorj onboxamnesse nerry 
Fram alle healthe ; 
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Ther-fore that consayl was wel trye, 
Ajejns the feendes fouie envie 
To abatye welthe. 

Thys consayl hou hyt scholde be, 
Al was y-consayled of thre, 

Ere eny tyme ; 
Of Fader, and Sone, and Holy Gost, 
That ich was embe that thou wel wost 

Ferst in thyse ryme. 

And was that conseyl so y-tayled. 
That hyt ne myjte habbe faylled. 

To bote of manne ; 
And certeyn tyme y-set ther-to, 
And hou hyt scholde be y-do. 

And wer and wanne. 

And her raankende swank and dalf, 
Fyjf thousend wynter and an half. 

And jet wel mo, 
Er thane the tyme of lyve come, 
And death man hedde for hys dome, 

And helle also. 

Thet go so longe abod the skyle, 
Wel mey be thys that on of vele 

To mannes mende ; 
For death scholde hys meystryes kethe. 
And for-sopil and for-sethe 

In deathes bende. 
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That myjte ryjt wel y-knowe, 
That he was rjjt al one threawe, 

And harde y-nome ; 
And the fend hyjt myjte wene, 
Thet men out of so longe tene 

Ne myjte come. 

Ac her aryst question, 

Tho that Adam was bro5t a-doun, 

And Eve also, 
Wet gelt hedden hy that tho nere, 
Thet hy to dethe i-schape were, 

And eke to wo ? 

Thou syxt, brother, by than by-fore, 
That oure aldren were al for-lore, 

Adam and Eve ; 
For thar nas of ham no partye, 
That nas torned to vylanye 

So to by-leve. 

Ac now be wey of ham y-come, 
Wyth fiesch and blod of ham i-nome, 

Thet was ablowe 
Thorj the fenym of the fende ; 
Thanne faith ous rewelyche by kende. 

To soffry wowe. 

And thos that chyld to nyjt y-bdire, 
Thaj hyt deyde hyt were for-lore, 
3ef crystnynge nere ; 
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Thor3 the flesch that hyt nome 
Of hys eldrene that hy t of come, 
That wykkede were. 

And neades moste, leave brother, 
Bj^t of ham come and man of other, 

And be nature. 
For elles nadde man j-be 
Nau5t y-lych Gode in Trynyte, 

Thor3 engendrure. 

Tha5 hy be thorj senne demeyned, 
So nas hyt nau5t ferst y-ordeyned. 

Thy engendrure ; 
For tho man sene5ed in Paradys, 
Al chaungede that flesch a-mys 

To mysaventure. 

Elles nedde hyt be no senne, 
Thy engendrure of al mankenne. 

In al thys wone ; 
Ac senneleas hy hadde y-be, 
Ase the engendrure in Trynyte 

Of Fader and Sone. 

Ase mannes y-lyche y-mad of tre 
May nau5t be al ase man may be, 

Inne alle thynge ; 
Ne Godes y-lyche, man, y-wys 
Ne may naujt be al ase God ys^ 

Of hevene kynge. 
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For God the fader hjrs leve sone 
Engendrede out of alle wone, 

Wythoute tyde ; 
Ac man hath certayn tjme of elde, 
Wanne he may engendrure jelde, 

And tjme abjde. 



THE END. 
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